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ROBERT BURNS. 



ELLI8LAND. 

Jinn 1788^I)BC0BiBSB 1791-^<X)mn«t^ 

Amow^ the gMrtlemen of l^tiiicUda by whom Biinni had bt«i 
kindly re(3eivecl was Mr M^Mtirdo, oluunib«rlttiii to the D«ke of 
QaeeasbMry. Thin gentletiMm, with a fine yoiuig fiunily; which 
included iotte IdOonSng daughters, resided in the ducal mansion 
of Drqcmlanrig, a few mil^s from the poet^s fiirm ; and he had 
there entertained our bard with the most distinguiihed kindnen* 

. TO J0HNM*inJBSO,ESQ* 

BiA.if LAXB^ vh Jtau lym. 
Sni-^A poeiand a beggar are in ae many points of view alike^ 
thai one might take thmn for the same indhridnal duiracter under 
^flmnt dteignationa ; were it nofr that, though, with a trifling poetio 
Hoenoe, poeta may be stjded beggars, yet the converse of the prope- 
iltion does not hold, that every be^ar is a poet. In one particular^ 
however, they renuu4cably agree ; if you help either the one or the 
ether to a mug of ale or the picking of a bone, they will very wilU 
ingljr repay yon wkh a song. This occurs to me at present (a^ I 
have just de^tohed a well-lined rib of J. Eilpatrick'a Highlander ;i 

> Kfluttriok WM tlie mioo of a nelgiaKmrlng bfatdc^mteh, Burpi alhideKto* 
pt»o> of mgtrtand mnttoa, t»hioh lonmKiw tosy ltiir» b<ia ^btafand tlifo«|^ ISif 
medium of Mr M*lftirdo from tlila penRmagt. 
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a baigain fWr wbich I am indebted to yon), in the style of our ballad* 
printers, *JfitB Excellent New Songs.' The enclosed is nearly my 
newest song, and one that has cost me some pains, though that is but 
an equivocal mark of its excellence. Two or tiiree oti^rs which. I 
have by me shall do themselves the honour to wait on your after- 
leisure: petitioners for admittance into favour must not harass the 
condescension of their benefactor. 

Ton see, sir, what it is to patronise a poet. 'Tis like being a 
magistrate in Pettyborough ; you do them the favour to preside in 
tiieir council for one year, and your name bears the prefatory 
stigma of bailie for life. 

Witii not the compliments, but the best wishes, ih» sincerest 
prayers of the season for you, that you may see many hi^py years 
with Mrs M*Murdo and your family — ^two blesshigs, by the tgr, to 
which your rank does not entitle you — a loving wife and &ie family 
being almost the (mly good things of this life to which the form- 
house and cottage have an exclusive right — I have the honour to be, 
sir, your much indebted and very humble servant^ 

B.Bt;BNS.l 



TO PB01V8S0R I>170AU) STEWART. 

Bluslaitd, SOOk .Tgm. I788L 
Sib — ^The enclosed sealed packet I sent to Edinburgh a few days 
after I had the happiness of meeting you in Ayrshire, but yo« were 
gone for the continent. I have now added a few more of my pro- 
SbetfottS, these for wbkh I am indebted to ih» Kithsdale Mused 
The piece inscribed to B. G. JSac^ is a copy of versea I sept Mr 
Qraham of Fintry, accompanying a request for his assistanee in n 
matter to me of very great moment. To that gentleman I am already 
doubly indebted for deeds of kindness of serious import to my 
dearest interests, done in a manner grateful to the delicate feelings 
of sensibility. This poem is a species of composition new to me; 
but I do not in^nd it shall be my last essay of the kind, as you will 
see by the Poet^a Progrtaa, ,These fragments, if my design succeed, 
are but a small part of the intended whole, I propose it shall be the 
work of my utmost exertienf, ripraied by years : of course I do not 
wish it much kuQwn. 'The fragment beginning <A little, upright, 
pert, tart,' he, 1 have not shewn to man living, till I now aend it 
yo\ .It forms the postiilata, the axioms, the definition of a charao« 
ter, which, if it appear at all, shall be placed in a variety of lights. 
This particular part I send you merely aa a sample of my hand at 
portrait-sketching; but, lest idle conjecture should pretend to point 
out the original, please to let it be for your single, sole inspection. 

Need I make any apology for Uiis trouble to a gentleman who has 
treated me with suQh marked benevolence and peculiar kindness ; 

L The original of thto letlor tt in pon o p oi on of Ifr John Gibson, pott-niMtai^ 

Whitehaven. 
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who luui entered into my iBteceste with se mnoh seaL taii on whese 
critical decisions I cmi so fullj depend f A poet ae I am bjr trader 
these decisicms are to me of the hist consequence, ll^ hUe iransieni 
acquaintance among some of the mere rank and file of greatness, I 
resign with ease ; but to the distinguidied champions of genius and 
learning, I shidl be ever ambitious of be^ig known. The native 
genius and accurate discernment in Mr Stewarfis critical stric- 
ture ; ^ jaistice (iron justiee^ for he has no bowels of eempasskm 
for a poor poetic sinner) of Dr GregcuT's remarks, and the d^caoy 
of Pro£MSor Dalzell's taste,^ I shall ever revere. 

1 shall be in^fdinbnrgh some time nextmoath. I have the honour 
to iMy sir, yoor highljr obliged and very humble servant^ &• B. 

. We learn from the above letter tp Mr Stewart, that he meditated 
a laboriQus poem, to be entitled The Foefs Pvogrm^y probably of 
an autobiographical nature. He enclosed various i^ort pieoet 
designed to form part of this poem, but none have been preserved 
except the igllowing:^^ — 

▲ S&ltTGH. 

A little, upright pert, tart, trippiiig wight, 
And still his precious se|f his dear del^ht ; 
. Who loves his own smart shadow in the streetfi^ 
Better than e*er the fairest she he meets. 
A man of fashion too, he made his tour, 
heaaned Vive la b<tgateUef et Vive ramour ; 
So travelled-menkejs their grimace improve^ 
P(dish th^ grin, nay, sirii for ladies^ love. 
Much specious bre, but Uttle understood; 
Veneering- oft outshiBes the sc^d ii^ood : 
His solid sense— by iiKshes you must tell, 
But mete his cunning l^y the old Scotch ell; 
His meddling vanity, a busy fiend, 
StQl making work his selfish orafb must mend. 

It is painful to come to the conclntion, from a remark and 
quotation in a subsequent letter, that this selfish, superficial wight 
was^— Creech — ^the same 'Willie* whom he described in such 
affectionate terms in May 1787, and to whom he then wished * a 
powas auld's Methuselam.' The dallyings of the witty biblio- 
pole over his accounts, his keen tenacity towards his own interests 
in every transaction, and the essential sthiginess whicli hirked 
onder a complaisant manner, had combined to disgust Bums 

> Dalidl was profeMor of Greek in the Edinlrargh tTniVer^. 
* It it not nnUkely that the lines on WiUiam SmelUea ftlreitdjr introdnoed, were 
intendeA to form a put of I%e Poeff IVo^rrMf. 
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entiiieljr witfti one whom he originally hooked i^on as a kind 
patron, and s man of agreeable talents and character. I could 
not pretend to say td what extent there was any solid justification 
of the antipathy of Bums, or even to what extent our poet was 
prepared for a serious and open avowal of such opinions regard- 
ing his publisher. It will be seen that on a second settlement of 
accounts in February, Bums was satisfied with the measure of 
justice extended to him by the bookseller; and in May he 
addressed him a civil, letter. AAeiwards he resumed his expres- 
sioDS-of disgust and antipathy, but agam became nsconciled ; and 
this state ^ dungs existed atr the time of his death. On the 
whole, it is probable that Creech acted too muph according to his 
wonted ins^nets towards Bums, idthough with such a ^ow of 
fkimess as oecasionaUy dii^armed the poet of his resentment. If 
some of his old associates in the literary trade are to be credited, 
it was not in his natmre to have treated Bums with justice. Oh 
the other hand, Dr Currie seems to have been convinced that 
thei^ wfttf Ho cause to blame the publisher. He says, in a letter to 
Messrs Cadell and Davies, Dec. 30, 1797 : ^ It is trae there was 
a difference between our high-souled poet and Mr Creech^ and 
some of Bums's fiiende have a notion that Mr Creech did not 
use him liberally. For my own part, I have found the correspon- 
dence among Burns^s papers, and I can see no proof of any ill-usage. 
The bard indulged occasionally in sarcasms against men of charac- 
ter ; yet I can discover that his deliberate opinions were the result 
of a judgment profound and nearly unbiassed, mid differing much 
from the effusions of his seasibiUty. Among the Edinburgh cha- 
racters drawn by him, I think I can discover that of our friend 
Creech (for the names are not^given at length in his diary), and if 
I do jioi deceive myself, it i^ a capital Idteness, and on the whole 
fkvourable.' * I have heard that the letters of Bums to Creech — 
many of them bearing intemperate charges and insinuations against 
the publisher— were finally submitted to Mrs Hay (Margaret Chal- 
mers), who exerted her influence to .have them destroyed ; which 
wa3 done. Dr Ciurie, a few days after the above date, wrote to the 
same gentlemen—* Mr Creech informs me that whatever little diffe- 
rence subsisted between Bums and him had been made up long 
before the bard^s death,, and that he shall do everything in his 
power to serve the fwnily.* 

' 1 Mfurascripts ill poflaeMlon of Joseph Mayer, Bsq., LiteipooL We mill Aflkt 
ynJOi Dr Cvnka — to Ue IwwrabteneaKf thetketcht 
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10 -t ! . 

Sir — ^There are two things which, I believe, the blow that termi- 
nates my existence alone can (J^stroy — my attachment and proper 
sity to poesy, and my sense of what I owe to your goodness. There 
is nothing in the ditiSorent situations of a Clreat and a Little man that 
vexes me more than the ease irith which the one practises some 
virtues that to tiie other are extronely difficuki or perhaps wholly 
imprapticable. A man of consequence and feshion shall richly 
repay a deed of kindness with a nod and a smile, or a hearty shake 
of the hand; while a poor fellow labours under a sense of gratitude^ 
which, like copper coin, thotigh it loads the beater, is yet of small 
account in the currency and conunerce of the world. An I have the 
honour, sir, to stand in the poor fellow's predicament with req>ect to 
you, wUl you accept of a devi<^ I have thought on to acknowledge 
these obligations I can never cancel? Mankind in general agree 
m testifying their devotion, their gratitude, their friendship, op &eir 
love, by presenting whatever they hold dearest. Everybody who is 
in the least acquainted with the character of a Poet, knows that 
there is nothing in the world on which he sets so much [value aa kii 
verses. I have resolved^ sir^ from time^] to time, as she may bestow 
her favours, to present you with the productions of my humble 
Huso. The enclosed are the principal of her works on the banks of 
the Kith. The Poem inscribed to K 0. Esq. is some verses, accom- 
panying a request, which I sent to Mr Oraham of Fintry--a gentle- 
man who has given double value to ^ome in^rtant ftvours he has 
bestowed on me by his manner.of doing them, and on whose Ihture 
patronage likewise I must depend for matters to me of the last 
consequence. 

I have no great faith in the boasted pretensions to intuitive pro- 
priety and unlaboured elegance. The rough material of Fine Writr 
ing is certainly the gift of Qenius ; but I as firmly believe that the 
workmanship is the united effort of Pains, Attention, and Repeated- 
trial. The' piece addressed to Mr Graham is my first essay in that 
didactic^ epistolaiy way ; which circumstance I hope will bespeak 
your indulgence. , To your friend Captain Erskine's strictures I lay 
claim as a relation ; not, indeed, that I have the honour to be akin 
to the peerage, but because he is a son of Pama^sus.^, 

I intend being in' Edinbui^h in four or five wedcs, when I shall 
certamly do myself the honour of waiting on you, to testify with 
what respect and gratitude, Itc. 

This letter appears to have been addressed . to some £dinbai:gb 

I Miidated in the original 1788. 

* Supplied on oonjeoture, to make up a blank in the original. 
> Allusion is here made to Captain Andrew ErsUne, brother to the Barl of K«Uy» 
ft poet and musical amateor reiidiiig ib Bdinhargh. 
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friend of tiie upper class. Though written with erideill eibrt— 
even the handwriting having a laboured air — it contains some 
BtHkii^ expressions) and is valuable for a repetition of the poet^s 
just and sound opinion on what is necessary to excdlence in 
litenury composition. 

On returning a newspaper whi(^ Captain Eiddel had sent to 
him for his peri;^!, containing, some strictures on his poetry, 
Bttcns added a note in impromptu verse, exhibiting that wonderM 
&cility of diction which he possessed even under the greatest 
ihyming-difficuhies ; — 

VXTmiVORR TO CAPTAIl^ RIin>BI^ 

ON |ICT0R1UM« ▲ VBWB7APBB. 

Tour news and review, sir, I've read through and tfarongh, sir, 

With little admiring or blaming ; 
The papers are barren of honi^news or foreign, 

Ko murders or rapes worth the naming. 

Our friends, the rei^ewers^ those diippers and hewere^ 

Are Judges of mortar and stone, sir ; 
But of meet or unmeet, in ^fabric compteste, 

I '11 boldly pronounce they are none, sir. 

My goose-quill too rude is to tell all your goodness 
" Bestowed on your servant the poet ; 
Would to Gk>d I had one like a beam of the snn. 
And then all the world, sir, idiould know it ! 



TO CAPTAIN BXDDVL, 

El<l<lN.AN1>, I7SBL ' 

Sir — t wish from my imnost soul it were in my power to give you 
a more substantial grati^cation and return fmr all the goodness to 
the poet^ than transcribing a fbw of hie idle rhymes. However, 
< an oM song,* though to a proverb an instance of inaignifioance, is 
generally the only coin a poet has to pay with. 

If my poems which I have transcribed, and mean still to tna- 
•oribe, into your book, were equal to the -grateM respect and high 
esteem J hwe for the gentleman to whom I present them, they would 
be the finest poema in the language. As they are, they will at least* 
be a testimony with what sincerity I have the honour to be, sir, your 
devoted humble servant, B. B. 

The irriuble geoiiis of Bonvi led him often to view penons a&d 
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tUngii very, iniich as they afleoted,hiiniolf tbrn mmit lord, gentle* 
man, or lady, who, reoeiviDg him with nrbanky, became the theme 
of his kindest feelings, niight have oome in for the eternal stigma 
of his satire, if, by a slight change of circumstances, he or she 
had been a cause of pers<mid aAnoyance to him, or awakened his 
jealous apprehensions regarding his own dignity. In the course 
of the present month, an example of this in&rmity of temper 
occurs. Let himself be the recorder of the incident, it being 
premised that the lady whom he thus holds VLp to execration was 
one fairly liaHe to no such censure : — 

' In January last, on my roacl to Ayrshire, I had to put up at 
Bailie Whigham^s in Sanquhar, the only tolerable. inn in the place. 
'the frost was keen, and the grim evening and' howling wind were 
ushering in a night of snow and drift. My horse and I were both 
much fatigued with the labours of the day ; and just as my friend 
the bailie and I were bidding defiance to the storm, over a smoking 
bowl, in wheels the funeral pagean^ of the late Mrs Oswald,' 
and poor I am forced to brave iH the terrors of the tempestuous 
night, and jade my h^rse — my yotthg favourite horse, whom I 
had just christened Pegasus^-fisrther on through the wildest hills 
and moors of Ayrshhre to the idext inn ! The powers of poetry 
and prose sink under me when I would describe what I felt. 
Suffice it to say,' that when a good fire at J^ew Cumnock had 
BO far recovered my &ozidn siaewft, I sat down and wrote the 
endosed'Ode.' - 

Dweller m yon dungeoii daric» 
Hangman o€ ereatioQ, mark ! 
"Who in widow-weeds appeaiib 
* Laden with unhonoored years, 

Noosing with care a bursting purse. 
Baited with many a deadly curse 1 

STROPBB. 

View the wiUiered beMam's face-* 

CaiL thy keen inspecUoA trace ^ 

Aught of humanity's sweet melttng grtfoe I 

Note iltat eye, 'tis rhemn o'erfloWs, 

Pity's flood there never rose. 

See these hands, ne'er sti^tohed to save, 

Hands that took— but never gave. 

« Dec «, 1788, died, at ber house in Gr^t George Street, WertmiiMter, ICri 
jQKWaid, widow of Elchawl Osw»U, Eiq,^ o£ Aiwhineruiv© -3fa^«<n« Obttwurp, 
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Kotper <^ Maomraii's mm oheiA, 

Lo^ were €he goes, imi^tied and tmblest 

She 'goQB, but not to tteitia of everiasting rest ! , 

AlfTISTRO^HB. ^ 

Plunderer of armies, lift thine eyes 

(Awhfle foi^bear, ye tort'ring fiends) ; 

Seest thou whose step, unwilling, hither bends ? 

¥o fallen angel, hurled from upper skies ; 

*Ti8 thy trusty quondam mate, 

Boomed to eftiare thy fiery fate, 

She, tardy, hell-ward plies. 

EPOBS. 

And are they of no more avail, 

Ten thousand glittering pounds a year ! 

In other words, can Mammon fail, 

Omnipotent as he is here ! 

O bitter mockery of the pompous 1)ier, 

WhilO down the wretckcNl vital part is drrv'n ! 

The cave-lodged beegar, with a conscience clear, 

Expires in rags, unknown, and goes to heav'u. -n 

There is a pleasanter memorial of one of his Ayrshire jouraeys. 
To quote a narrative first presented by Allan Cunningluun — * He 
liad arrived at Wanlockhead on a winter day, when the roads ^^ece 
slippery with ice, and Jenny Geddes or Peg Nicolson [more 
likely, P^asus] kept her feet with difficulty. The blacksmith 
of-tiie place was busied with other pressing matters in the 
forge,. and could not spare tisoe ior firoetinff thq shoes of the 
poefs mare ; and it is likely he would have proceeded on his 
dangerous journey, had he not bethou^t himself of propitiating 
the scm of Vulcan with verse. He called for pen and ink, and 
wrote th^se verses to John I'aylor, a person of influence in 
Wanlockhead : — 

TO JOHN TAYLOR, 

With Pegasus upon a day, 

Apollo weary flying, 
Through finosty hiUs the journey liojf 

On foot the way was plying. 

Poor (dip-shod giddy Pegasuis 

Was but a swry walker; 
To Vulcan then Apollo goes^ 

To get a frosty calker. 
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Tkrew hj hisooAl and bonjMti 
* Aiiddid Bol'tbiisiiieMiAacnMk; 
Sol paid him with a mmaeL 

Ye Vulcan's sons of Wanlockhead, 

Pity my sad disaster; 
My Pegasus is poorly shod — 

I '11 pay you like my master. 
Baxasb's, 3 ttdoek, v 

'When he had done, a gentleman of tiie name of Sloan, who 
aocompanied him, endorsed the note in prose in tiiese words : — 
" J. Bioan's 1>est coinplim^its to Mr Taylw, and it would be doing 
him and the Ayrshire Bard a particnlar £Eivoiir if he wonld oblige 
them irutanter with his agreeable company. The road has been 
80 slippery, that the riders and the brutes were equally in danger 
of getting some of their bones broken. For the Poet, his life and 
lindos are of Bome consequence to the world ; but for poor Sloan 
it matteri^ very little what may become of him. The whole of 
this business is to ask the fieiyour of getting the horses' shoes 
aharpofted." On the receq[>t of this, Taylor spoke to the smith, 
and the smith flew to his tools, and sharpened tho horses' shoes. 
It is recorded Hiat Bumetifin Uved thirty years to say ^ be had 
never been wed paid but ance, and that was by a poet, who pM«i 
lum in money, paid him In drink, and paid him in verse." ' 



TO BISHOP OEPDES.! 

Bllisland, id JM, ITBSl 

Tenerablb Father— As I am conscious that^ "wherever I am^ 
you do me the honour to interest yours^ in my w^are, it gives mo 
pleasure to inform you that I am here at last, stationary in the 
serious business of lUe, and have now not only ihe retired leisure, 
but the hearty inclination, to attend to those great and important 
questions — ^what I am, where I am, and for what I am destined. 

In that first concern, the conduct of the man, there was ever but 
one side on which I was habitually blameaUe, and there I have 

1 Alexander Oeddes, bom, at Arrsdowl, in Ba|iftliirev in 1737t wat reared aa a 
Catholic cleiigymaB« and long ol&oiated in tliat oapaoi^ in his native ocmnty and 
•laewher^. As hmnMy bom aa Born^ he poet ewe d mnofa of l>i» strong and ecoentrJo 
genina ; and it is not sorpriaing that he and the Ayrshire Bard should have become 
frlenda. After 1780 his life was spent in London, chiefly under the fostering ixatronage 
of a gebenma OathoUc nobleman. Lord Petre. The heterodoieqpinfons of Dr Oeddea, 
his eztraovffinaiy attempts to translate the Bible, and bis nomerons fugitive pnb*. 
Boattona on controversial divinity, made much noise at the time; but he is now 
only rememberad tor som* snocossiftil Bootob Torsee. tbk siBgalar mfm died in 
LoBdoa, Fdtensiy 90, 180i,to tbasizly-flflJi year oChis tge. 
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seoared myself in the iv^k^ ^oiifM o«t by* luifeiire aM natures CM. 
I was sensible tbat^ te to he^lese » ereature as a poor poet, a wifo 
and family were enenmbnnoes^ wiudt a ^eeies of prudefte would 
bid him shun ; but when iha akematiTe was, benign at eternal warfare 
with myself, on account of habitual follies, to give them no worse 
name, which no general example, no HcenMous wit, no sophistical 
infidelity, would to me ever justify, I must have been a fool to have 
hesitated, and a madman to have made another choice. Besides, I 
had in my * Jean ' a long and much-loved fellow-creature's happiness 
or misery among my hands ; and who oould triAe with such a 
deposit } 

In the afiair ei & livelihood, I think myself tolerably secure : I 
have good lu^^ of my farm ; but should they &il^ I have aa B&eise- 
commissiony. which, on my simple petition, will at any thne procure- 
me bread. Thsre is a certain stigma affixed to the character of 
an Excise-officer, but I do not pretend to borrow honour from my 
profession ; and though the salary be comparatively small, it is luxury 
to anything that the first tw^ity^five years of my life taught me to 
expect. 

Thus, with a rati<mal aim and method in life, you may earily 
guess, my reverend and much-honoured friend, that niy character- 
istical tftkde is net forgotten. I am, if poS8R>le, more than ever 
an enthusiaBt to the Muses. I am deteraiined to study man and 
nature, and in that view inoessantly ; and to try if the ripening and 
eorreotions of years oan enable me te prednce something worth 
preservings 

Tou wSl see^in yomr book— which I beg your pardon for detaining 
so long 1— that I have been tuning my lyre on the banks of Nith. 
Some kurge poetic plans that are floating in my imagination, or 
partly put in execution, I shall impart to you when I have the plea- 
sure of meeting with you, which, if you are then in Ed^burgh, I 
shall have about the beginning of JMarch. 

That acquaintance, wor^y sir, with which you were pleas^ to 
himour me, you must still aUow me to challenge ; for with whatever 
unconcern I give op my transient connection with the merely greai^ 
I cannot lose the patronising notice of the learned and good without 
t^lwttereatMgvet. B. B. 



TO MR JAMES BURNES. 

Ellislahd, 90t Feb. 1789l 
Mt dear Sir— Why I did not write to you long ago, is what-— even 
Ml the rack — I could not answer. If ^ou can in your nund form aa 
idea of indolence, dissipation, hurry, cares, change of country, enter- 
ing en untried seeaes of life, all combined, you will save me the 

1 A Mpy of BurnB'8 Fo9ms, iKloiisiiig to Dr Gediles, into which the poet haA 
tntnifbRed fome of his more zeoeat yenei. 
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rAl« eC ft UiuhiiiiE ^pfUf^, It etdid aot be mai of Mgtfd 
ft man for wbom I hftd a higk esieom b^re I knew kbft^HUi 
ogtoem which has much increased since I did know him ; and» thb 
caveat entered, I shall plead guilty to any othmr indictment with 
wluch you shall please to charge me. 

After I parted from you, for many months my life was one con- 
timied scene of disdpation. Here at last I am become stationary, 
and hate taken a farm and^-a wifo. 

The fieirm is beantifolly situated on the- IXrth^ a laive riTor that 
rans by Domfries^ and fidla into the Bolway Frith. I hare gotten a 
lease of my fiirm as long as I pleased ; but how it may turn out is 
jyst ft gness^ and it is yet to improve and enclose^ kc ; however^ I 
have ^od hopes of ray bargain on the whole. 

My wife is my Jean» with whose stwy yon are partly aoqnainted* 
I found I had a much-loved feUew-creaiare's ha^fnness or misery 
among my hands, and I durst not trifle with so sacred a depeeit. 
Inde^ I have not any reason to r^ient the step I have taken, as I 
have attached myself to a very good wife, and have shaken myself 
loose of a very bad foiling. 

I have found my book a very profitable business; and with the 
profits of it I have begun lifo pretty decently. Should fortune not 
tevoiv me in fyarmiagf as I have no great finth in her fickle ladyships 
I hove provided myself in another resovree. Which, however seme 
folks may affect to deq;>i8e it^ isstiU a comfortable shift in the day el 
mis£Mrtune. In the heyday of my ihmis^ a genjlemaiy whose name 
at least I daresay yon know, as his estate lias scmewhere nsav 
Dunde^^Mr Graham of Fintry, one of the commissioners of Excise-^ 
offered me Uie conmiission of an £zcise>officer. I thought it pnident 
to accept the offer; and accordingly I took my instructions, and 
have my commission by me. Whether I may ever do duty, or be a 
pennv Uie better for it^ is what I do not know; but I have the com- 
fortable assurance, that, come whatever ill-fote wiH, I can, on my 
nmple petition to the Excise-board, get into employ. 

We have lost poor uncle Bobert this winter. He has long been 
very wMk, and with very little alteratien on him : he expned dd 
Jamiary. 

His son William has been with me this wittter,and gees in May te 
be an i^^»«ntice to a mason. His other son, the eldest, John, comes 
to me, I expect^ in summer. They are both remarkably stout young 
fellows^ and promise to do welL His only daughter, Fanny, has been 
with me ever since her father's death, and I purpose keeping her in 
my family till she be quite woman-grown, and fit for better service. 
She is one of the cleverest girls, and has one of the most amiable 
dispositions I have ever seen.' 

All friends in this county and Ayrshire are well. Remember me 
to aU friends in the north. My wife joins me in compliments to 
Mrs B. and fhraily. I am ever, my dear cousin, yours sincerely, 

B.B. 

> Thls^rsmv waasn affarwafds nisnied a ttoOter of MM ButiA 
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Aboat the end of February Bnrns pidd hiB proposed visit to 
Edinburgh, in order to have a farther * racking of accounts ' with 
Creech. He would now be entitled to receive payment in respect 
of sales effected during the last half of the year 1787 and the 
first half of 1788 : from an expression dropped in one of his letters, 
the sum appears to have been about £50 ; and it further appears 
that Bums was satisfied with the degree of justice measured out 
to him by the publisher. 

Bums had a younger brother named William, who had been 
brought up as a saddler, and was now in search oi employment. 
This youth had visited the poet at the Isle early in the preceding 
month, and had been kmdly treated. There is something inte- 
resting in the conduct of Bums towards this young relative,, so 
different from himsdf in an intellectual respect and in importance 
in the world's eye, yet possessmg a claim of equality as another 
child of the same parents. William appears to have paid a visit 
to his brother about the end of 1788, and spent some weeks with 
him. The young man had then proceeded to Longtown, in search 
of employment in his business, ivhich he had readily obtained. 
Though his education was greatly inferior to that of Eobert and 
Gilbert, and his highest ambition was to be a good journeyman 
saddler, he seems to have had some small share of that natural 
readiness and propriety of diction which so remarkably distin- 
guished his eld^ tHx>thers, and the eldest, particularly. We find 
him thus addressing the poet (15th February 1789) :-— * I know 
not how it happened, but you were more shy of your counsel than 
I could have wished the time I stayed with you : whether it was 
because you thought it would disgust me to have my faults freely 
told me while I was dependent on you, or whether it was because 
you saw that, by my indolent disposition, your instractions would 
have no effect, I cannot determine; but if it proceeded from any 
0^ these causes, the reason of withholding your admonition is 
done away, for I now stand on my own bottom, and that indolence 
which I am v^y conscious of, is something rubbed off, by being 
called to act in life whether I wiU or not; and my inexperience, 
which I daily feel, makes me wish for that advice which you are 
so able to give, and which I can only expect from you or Gilbert, 
since the loss of the kindest and ablest of fathers. 



Uh^tSd March 1189. 
My DBA& William — ^I arrived from Edinburgh only the night 
before last, so could not answer your epistle sooner. I congratulate 
you on the prospect of employ ; and I am indebted to you for one of 
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ih& besi hAtora tbftt lias beea wtitt;aa bjr say meefaiakiMI in IffillM* 
dale» or AAnandale, or Bay dale on «Uher side of liie border^ this 
twelvemonth. Kot that I would have you alwaya affeet the itately 
stilts of studied compoeitioa, font aarelj writing a handoonie letter it 
an accomptishm.ent worth courting^ and, with attenti<m and praO' 
tice^ I ean promise you that it will soon be an aceompUahment of 
youfB. If my advice can serve yon — that is to say, if you can 
resolve to accustom yovirseif not only in reviewing your own deport- 
ment manners, ke, but also in cacrrying your consequent resohitiona 
of amending the fimlty parts into practice— my small knowledge and 
experience of the world is heartily at your service. I intended to 
have given you a- sheetfol of counsels^ but some business has {nre- 
vented me. In a word, leaim taciturnity; let dtat be your motto. 
Though you had the wisdom of JN^ewton, or the wit of 8wift, garm- 
loufflaess would lower you in the eyes of your fidlow-ereatnres. I'll 
|n:obab|y write you next week* — I am your brothei't 

BOBBAT BaANS.1 

The union with Jean had of coarse closed the hopes of Clarinda. 
Tlie lady heard of the event with indignation, having had all 
possible reason to hope that Bums might sooner gr later be her 
own. In a letter to Burns, which has not been preserved, she 
i^pears to havp expressed her opinion of his conduct in tho 
plainest terms. He made this answer, at once justificatory of 
Imnself, and preserying dj^e resj>ect towards the la^ : — 



TO CLAJUNDA. 

9th Uareh 1199. 

Mapaw — ^Tlte letter you wrote me- to Heron's carried its own 
answer in its bosom; yon forbade me to write you, unless I was 
willing to {dead guilty to a certain indictment that you were pleased 
to bring against me. As I am convinced of my own innocence, and, 
though conscious of higb imprudence and egregious fioUy, can lay my 
hand on myl>reast and attest the rectitude of my heart, you will 
pardon me^ madam, if I do net carry my con^ylaisance so far as 
numbly to acquiesce in the name of Villain, merdy out of comf^- 
mBAh to yonr c^inion, much as I esteem your judgmentyand warmly 
as I regard your wealth. 

I have already told you, and I again aver it, tiiat at the period of 
time idluded to, I was not ivader tiie smallest moral tie to Mrs 
Buras ; nor did I, nor could I then know, all the powerful circum- 
stances that omnipotent necessity was busy laying in wait for me. 
Wben yon call over ^e scenes that have passed between us, yoa 
will survey the conduct of an honest man, struggling successfully 
with temptations, the most powerful Uiat ever besuDt hnmanity, and 

1 llM origiiial of iftlaj^ttw if in p9M09eioa of >Cr6 BcssTr 
III. B 
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preserving imtfunted hwiAur, in siinaUons where the aostereqt 
Yiriue w<mld have fbi^ven a fall ; situations that, I will dare to sajf 
not a single individual of ail his kind, even with half his sensibility 
avd passion, could have encountered without ruin ; and I leave you 
to guess, madam, how sueh a man is likely to digest an accusation of 
peradious treachery. 

Was I to blame, madam, in being the distracted victim of chMms 
which, I affirm it^ no man ever aj^roached with impunity I Had I 
soen the least glinmiering of hope that these charms could ever have 

been mino; or even h&d not iron necessily But these are 

unavailing words. 

I would have called on you when I was in town; indeed I could 
not have resisted it, but that Mr Ainslie UAd me that you were det^v 
mined to avoid your windows while I was in town, lest even a glance 
of me should occur in Uie street. 

When I shall have regained your good opinion, perhaps I may 
venture to solicit your friendship ; but, be that as it may, the first 
of her sex I ever knew shall always be the ol»Ject of my warmest 
good wishes. 

A Rev. Mr Carfrae, a friend of Mrs Dunlop of Dunlop, had 
addressed the following letter to Bums : — 

2d Januarp 1789. 
SiKr—If you have lately seen Mrs Dunlop of Dunlop, you have cer- 
tainly heard of the author of the verses which accompany this letter 
He was a man highly respectable for every accomplishment and virtue 
which adorns the <;haracter of a man or a Christian. To a great de- 
gree of literature, of taste, and poetic genius, was added an invinciblo 
modesty of temper, which prevented, in a great degree, his figuring in 
life, and confined the perfect knowledge of his character and talents 
to the small circle of his chosen friends. He was untim^y taken 
from us a few weeks ago by an inflammatory fever, in the prime of 
life; beloved by all who enjoyed his acquaintance, and lam^ited by 
all who have any regard for virtue or genius. There is a wo jmh)- 
nounced in Scripture against the person whom all men speak well 
of; if ever that wo fell upon the head of mortal man, it fell upon 
him. He has left behind him a considerable number of compositions, 
chiefly poetical; sufficient^ I imagine, to make a huge octavo volume. 
In p^icular, two complete and regular tragedies, a farce of three 
acts, and some smaller poems on different subjects. It falls to my 
share, who have lived on the most intimate and uninterrupted friend- 
ship with him from my youth upwards, to transmit to you the verses 
he wrote on the publication of your incomparable poems. It is 
probable they were his last, as they were found in his scrutoire^ 
folded up wiUi the form of a letter addressed to you, and, I imagine, 
were only prevented from being sent by himself, by that mdanoholy 
dispensation which we still bemoan. The vetfses themselves I will not 
pretend to criticise, when writing to a gentleman whom I consider as 
entirely qualified to judge of Ui^ merit They are the only versei 
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he Memi to ha/te attempted in the Soottisli style ; and I he^tate not 
to say, in general, iAai &ey will brin^ no di<^onour on the Scottiah 
mnse : and allow me to add, that^ if it is your opinion they are not 
imwcntiiy of ^le anther, and wUl be no discredit to you, it is the 
^in<dination of Mr Mylne's Mends that they should be immediately 
published In some p^odical work, te give the worid a specimen of 
what may be expected from his performances in the poetio line^ 
whidi, perhaps, will be afterwards puUished for ihe advantage of his 
fiunily* • • . • • 

I most beg the fiivour of a letter from yon, acknowledging the 
receipt of this^ and to be allowed to subscribe myself, with great 
regard, siiv yonr most obedient servant^ P. Cabfiulb. 

In a letter which Bnms addressed to Mrs Dnnlop immediately 
after his return from Edinburgh, he adverts to Mr Carfrae's 
apj^cation : — 

TO MRS DrNlOP. 

Ei^LiSLAND^ 4th March 1789l 

Here am I, my honoiured friend, returned safe from the capital. 
To a man who hais a home, however humble or remote — ^if that home 
is like mine, the scene of d(»nestio comfcni; — the bustle of Edinburgh 
will soon be a bunness of sickening disgust. 

* Yain p<nnp and gloiy of this world, I liato you { ' 

When I must skulk into a comer, lest the rattilng equipage of 
seme gaping blockhead should mangle me in the mire, I am tempted 
to exclaim: * What merits has he had, or what demerit have I had, in 
smne state o&pre-existence, thiLt he is ushered into this state of being 
with the se^tre of rule, and the key of riches in his puny fist, and I 
am kicked into the world, the sport of folly, or the victim of pride V 
I have read scunewhere of a monarch (in Spjun I think it was), who 
was so out of humour with the Ptolemsean system of astronomy, that 
he said, had he been of the Creator's council, he could have saved 
him a great deal of labour and absurdity. I will not defend this 
blasphemous speech ; but often, as I have glided with humble stealth 
through the p<»ttp of Princes Street, it has suggested itself to me, as 
an improvement on the present human figure, that a man, in propor- 
tion to his own conceit of his consequence in the world, could have 
pushed out the longitude of his common size, as a snail pushes out 
his horns, or as we draw out a project-glass. This trifling alteration, 
not to mention the prodigious saving it would be in the tear and 
wear of the neck and limb sinews of many of his majesty's liege- 
subjects, in the way of tossing the head and tiptoe strutting, would 
evidently turn out a vast advantage, in enabling us at once to adjust 
the ceremonials in making a bow, or making way to a great man, and 
that too wiUiin a second of the precise spherical angle of reverence, 
or atk inch of the particnlar point of respectfid dist^ce, which the 
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important creature itself reqtiires ; as a measuring -glance al its 
towering altitude would determine the affdir like iBStinct. 

Tou are rights madam, in your idea of poor Mylne's poem, whidi 
he has addressed to me. The piece has a good deal of merit^ but it 
has one great fault — it is by far too long. Besides^ my success has 
encouraged such a shoal of ill-spawned monsters to erawl into public 
notice, under the title of Scottish poet^ that the very term^ Soottish 
poetry, borders on the burlesque. When I write to Mr Garfrae, I 
shall advise him rather to try one of his deceased fnend'a English 
pieces. I am prodigiously hurried with my own matte^ else I would 
have requested a perusal of aH Mylne's poetic performanees, and 
would have offered his friends my assistance in eiUier selecting or 
correcting what would be proper for the press. What it is that 
occupies me so much, and perhaps a Httle <q>preeses my present 
spirits, shall fill up a paragraph in some future letter. In the mean- 
time, allow me to .close this epistle with a few lines done by a friend 

of mine I give you them, that, as you have seen the original, 

you may guess whether one or two alterations I have ventured to 
make in f£em be any real improvement. 

* Like the &ir plant that from our touch withdraws. 
Shrink, mildly fearful, even from applause, , 

Be all a mother's fondest hope can dream. 
And all you are, my charming *♦**, seem. 
Straight as the foxglove, ere her bells discloiet 
Mild as the maiden-blushing hawthotn blows. 
Fair as the fairest of each lovely kind. 
Your form shall be the image of your mind ; 
Your manners shall so true your soul express, ^ 

That all sfaalllong to know the worth they guess; ' 

Congenial hearts shall greet with kindred love. 
And even sick'ning envy must approve.' * 

B.B. 



TO THE BBT.P. CARFBAB. 

[Ellislano, March 1789 ?1 
Rev. Sir — I do not recollect that I have ever felt a severer pang 
of sliame, than on looking at the date of your obliging letter which 
accompanied Mr Mylne's poem, 

I am much to blame: the honour Mr Mylne has done me, 
greatly enhanced in its value by the endearing, though melancholy 
circumstance of its being the last production of his muse, deserved & 
better return. 

I have, as you hint, thought of sending a copy of the poem to 
some periodical publication ; but> on second thoughts, I am afraid 
that, in the present case, it would be an improper step. My success, 
perlmps as much accidental as merited, has brought an inundation of 

» These beautiful Unes, we have reason to b©U€(T©, are the production of th© lady to 
whom this letter is addrpssed. CpitBig. 
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ncHiMnie 'onder tlie oante of SeoUiih poetry. SBbflcriptioinbilb fbr 
Scottiah ^oems havo so duined, and daily do don the public, that 
the veiy name is in danger of contempt. For these reasons, if pnb- 
^ liriikig any of Mr Mylne's poems in a magazine, &c. be at all pru- 
dent, m my opinion it certainly should not be a Scottish poem. The 
profits of the labours of a man of genius are, I hope, as honourable 
as any profits whatever ; and lir Mylne's relations are most justly 
' entitled to that honest harvest which &te has denied himself to reap. 
But lei the friends of Mr Mylne*s fieune (among whom I crave the 
hoBonr of ronkiiig myself) always ke^ in eye his respectability as a 
man and as a poet^ and take no measure that^ before the world 
knows anything about him, would risk bis name and character being 
classed with tiie fools of the times. 

I have, sir, some experience of publishing ; and the wi^ in which 
I would proceed with Mr Mylne*s poems is this : — I will publish, in 
two or three Engli^ and Scottish public papers, any one of his Eng- 
lish poems whi^ should, by private judges, be tlM>ught the most 
excellent, and mention it at the same time as one of the produc- 
tions of a Lothian farmer of respectable character, lately deceased, 
whose poems his Mends had it in idea to publish soon by subscrip- 
tion, for Uie sake of his numerous family ; not in pity to that family, 
but m justice to what his friends think the poetic merits of the 
deceased ; and to secure, in the most effectual manner, to those 
tender comiectionfl^ whose right it is, the pecuniary reward of those 
merits. R. B.i 



TO MR FETEB HILL, BOOKSSLLEB, EDINBURGH. 

[Ellisland, March 1789 ?J 
My i>EJLB HiLL—I shall say nothing to your mad present 2— you 
have so long and often been of important service to me, and I sup- 
pose you mean to go on conferring obligations imtil I shall not be 
able to lift up my face before you. In the meantime, as Sir Koger 
de Coverley, because it happened to be a cold day in which he made 
his will, ordered his servants greatcoats for mouniing ; so, because 
I have been this week plagued with an indigestion, I have sent you 
by the carrier a fine old ewe-milk cheese. 

Indigestion is the devil — nay, 'tis tiie devil and all. It besets a 
man in every one of his senses. I lose my appetite at the sight of 
successful knavery, and sicken to loathing at the noise and non^ 
sense of self-important folly. When the hollow-hearted wretch 
takes me by the hand, the feeling spoils my dinner ; the proud man's 
wine so ofiends my psdate, that it chokes me in the gullet; and the 
putvUised^ feathered, pert coxcomb is so disgustful in my nostril, that 
my stomach turns. 

' ' Poems, conairting of Miscellaneous Pieces, and two Tragedies, by the l»te Mr 
Hylne of Lochell,' are advertised by Mr Creeob as published in July i790L 
' Mr HUl bad sent tlM poet a present of books. 
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If erer y<m liave any of these disagreeable toiaatloiu^ kt me pre> 
scribe for you patience and a \nt of my cheese. I know <hal you 
are no niggard of your good things among your friends, and some^ 
of them are in much need of a sUcs. There, in my eye, is our fiiend 
Smellie — a man positively of iho first abilities and greatest strength 
of mind, as well as one of the best hearts and Iroenest wits ^t 
I have ever met with ; when you see him-— as alas 1 he too is smarts 
ing at the pinch of distressful circumstances, aggravated by the 
sneer of contumelious greatness — a bit of my eheese alone will not 
cure him; but if you add a tankard of lnx>wn stout, and superadd a 
magnum of right Oporto^ you will see his sorrows vanish like the 
morning mist before the summer sun. 

Oan^h, the earliest friend, except my only brother, that I have 
on earth, and <me of the worthiest fellows that ever any man called 
by the name of Mend, if a luncheon of my best dieese would help 
to rid him of some of his superabundant modesty, you would do weU 
to give it him. 

David,^ with his Courant, comes, too^ across my recollection, and 
I beg you will help him largely from the said ewe-milk cheese, to 
enaUe him to digest those damned bedaubing paraoraphs with wHch 
he is eternally Uuxling the lean characters of certam g^eat men in a 
certain great town. I grant you the periods are very well turned ; 
so, a fresh egg is a very good thing ; but when thrown at a man in a 
pillory, it does not at all improve his figure^ not to mentiim the 
irreparable loss of the egg. 

My facetious friend Bunbar I would wish also to be a partaker ; 
not to digest his spleen, for that he laughs off, but to digest his last 
night's wine at the last field-day of the Orochallan corps.^ 

Among our common friends I must not forget one of the dearest 
of them — Ounningham.3 The brutality, insolence, and selfish- 
ness of a world unworthy o{ having such a fellow as he is in it, I 
know sticks in his stomach, and if you can help him to anything that 
win make him a little easier on that score, it will be very obliging. 

As to honest John Somerville, he is such a contented, happy man, 
that I know not what can annoy him, except, perhaps, he may not 
have got the better of a parcel of modest anecdotes wlilch a certain 
poet gave him one night at supper the last time the said poet was, 
in town. 

Though I have mentioned so many men of law, I shall have 
nothing to do with them professionally — the faculty are beyond my 
prescription. As to their clients, that is another thing — God knowe^ 
they have much to digest I 

The clergy I pass by : their profundity of erudition and their 
liberality of sentiment, their total want of pride and their detestar 
tion of hypocrisy, are so proverbially notorious, as to place them 
fkr, fbr above either my praise or censure. 

1 Mr Bavid Raxnsay, printer of the Edtrtiburgh Evening CouranU 
' A<dnbofohoioeBpMto, already frtequeiitlj alluded to* 
> Mr A lexMHUr Onnafagham. 
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I -wem going to mentidii a maa of worth, idiom I Ivtve the hoaoor 
to call friend, the Laird of Graigdarroch ; but I have spoken to the 
landlord of the King's- Arms Inn here to have at the next count/ 
meetmg a large ewe-milk cheese on the table, for- the benefit of the 
Dumfriesshire Whigs, to enable them to digest the Duke of Queeio- 
berry's late political conduct. 

^ I have just this moment an opporUmity of a private hand to 
Bdinburgh, as perhaps you would not digest double postage. So Qod 
bless you. B. B. 



TO DB MOORB. 

Ellisland, 23(2 March 1799, 
Sir— The gentleman who wi]l deliver this is a Mr Kielson, a 
worthy clergyman in my neighbourhood,^ and a very particular 
acquaintance of mine. As I have troubled him with this packet, I 
must turn him over to your goodness, to recompense him for it in a way 
in which he much needs your assistance, and where you can effectually 
serve him. Mr Nielsen is on his way for France, to wait on his 
Grace of Queensberry, on some little business of a good deal of im- 
portance to him ; and he wishes for your instructions respecting the 
most eligible mode of travelling, &c. for him when he has crossed 
the Chamiel. I should not have dared to take this liberty with yott^ 
but that I am told, by those who have the honour of your personal 
acquaintance, that to be a poor honest Scotchman is a letter of re- 
commendadon to you, and that to have it in your power to serve 
such a character gives you much pleasure. 

The enclosed Ode is a compliment to the memory of the late Mm 
Oswald of Auchencruive. You probably knew her personally, an 
honour of which I cannot boast; but I spent my early years in her 
neighbourhood, and among her servants and tenants. I know that 
she was detested with the most heartfelt cordiality. However, in 
the particular part of her conduct which roused my poetic wrath, 
she was much less blameable. In January last, on my road to Ayr- 
shire, I had put up at Bailie Whigham's, in Sanquhar, the only toler- 
able inn in the place. The frost was keei^ and the grim evening 
and howling wind were ushering in a night of snow and drift. My 
horse and I were both much fatigued with the labours of the day, 
and just as my friend the bailie and I were bidding defiance to the 
storm, over a smoking bow), in wheels the funeral pageantry of the 
late great Mrs Oswald, and poor I am forced to brave all the horrors 
of the tempestuous night, and jade my horse — my young favourite 
horse, whom I had ju6t christened Pegasus — ^twelve miles farther on, 
through the wildest moors and hills of Ayrshire^ to New Cumnock, 
the next inn. ^e powers of poesy and prose sink under me when 

1 The Reverend Bdwaid Nielson, loiiiiBter of Kirkbean, In ibe Btefnatry at 
Kbrlmidbright. 
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I would describe what I felt Suffice it to say, that when a good fire 
at Kew Cimmock had so far reoorered my frozen sinews, I sat down 
and wrote the enclosed Ode. 

I was at Edinburgh lately, and settled finally with Hr Creech; and 
^ must own that at last he has been amical^ and' fair with me. 

B.R 

Dr Moore's answer to this letter was as follows : — 

Glifvord Strxbt, littA June 178^ 

Bbab Sir — I thank you for the different eemmunications yon 
have made me of your occasional productions in manuscript; all of 
which have merit, and some of them merit of a different Idnd from 
what appears in the poems you have published. You ought care- 
fully to preserve all your occasional productions, to correct and im- 
prove them at your leisure ; and when you can s^ect as many of 
these as will make a volume, publish it either at Edinburgh or 
London by subscription: on such an occasion it may be in my 
power, as it is very much in jay inclination, to be of service to you. 

If I were to offer an opinion, it would be, that in your future pro- 
ductions, you should abandon the Scottish stanza and dialect^ and 
adopt the measure and language of modern English poetry. 

Tlie stanza which you use in imitation of Christ Kirk on the , 
Oreen, with the tiresome repetition of *that day,* is fatiguing to 
. English ears, and I should think not very agreeable to Scottish. 

AH the fine satire and humour of your ffoly Fair is lost on the 
English ; yet, without more trouble to yourself, you could have con- 
veyed the whole to them. The same is Irue of some of your other 
poems. In your BpigUe to «/. Smith, the stanzas from that beginning 
with this line, * Tlus life, so far's I understand,' to that which ends, 
with, * Short while it grieves,' are easy, flowing, gaily philosophical, 
and of Horatian elegance — the language is English, with a few 
Scottish w(»ds, and s(»ne of those so harmonious as to add to the 
beauty; fcHr what poet would not prefer gloaming to tmlighi ? 

I imagine that, by carefully keepings and occasionally polishing 
and correcting those verses which the Muse dictates, you will withm 
a year or two have another volume as large as the first ready for 
the press ; and this without diverting you from every proper atten- 
tion to the study and practice of husbandry, in which I understand 
you are very learned, and which I fancy you will choose to adhere 
to as a wife, while poetry amuses you from time to time as a mistress. 
The former, like a prudent wife, must not shew ill-humour although 
you retain a sneaking kindness to this agreeable gipsy, and pay her 
occasional visits, which in no manner alienates your heart from 
your lawful spouse, but tends, on the contrary, to promote her 
interest. 

I desired Mr CadeU to write to Mr Creech to send you a copy of 
Zduco. This performance has had great success here ; but I shall 
be glad to have your opinion of it^ because I value your opinion, and 
because I know you are Above saying what you do not think. 
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1 ^g y<ra will offer my best widhes to my very good fMend Mrs 
Hamilton, who, I understand, is your neighbour. If she is as hai^y 
as I wish her, she is happy enough. Bia^e my compliments also to 
Mrs Bums; and beHeve me to be, with sincere esteem, dear sir, 
yours, &6. 



TO MB WILLIAM BURNS. 

lBL^,25thI£arehn99, 
I H1.TB itoleB from my ccMiiHSowing this minute to write a line 
to accompany your shirt and hat, for I can no more. Write 
me every opportunity — never mind postage. My head, too^ is 
AS. addle as an egg this morning with dining abroad yesterday. I 
received yours by the naason. Forgive this foolish-looking scrawl 
of an epistle. I am ever, my dear William, yours, B. B. 

P. S. — ^If you are not then gone from Longtown, I '11 write you a 
long letter by this day se*ennight. If you should not succeed in 
your tramx>s, dont be dejected, or take any rash step — return to us 
m that case, and we will court Fortune's better humour. Bemember 
this, I charge you.i 

It is a most creditable fact in Bums's life, that, long before the 
time when the intellectual improvement of the humbler classes 
had become a national movement, he exerted himself to the 
utmost in that cause, as far as his own locality was concerned. 
Already, under the care of Captain Riddel and that of the poet, a 
parish library was about to be established in their neighbourhood. 
Bums took the trouble of selecting and purchasing books. For 
this purpose he opened a correspondence with a worthy young 
bookseller named Hill, till lately the factotum of Creech, but now 
in business for himself. During his negotiations with Creech, 
Bums, while always feelmg less and less favourably affected to 
the principal, had at the same time become more and more 
attached to the subaltern, by reason of his pleasant manners and 
geniality of nature. He now, therefore, regarded Hill as his 
bookseller for Edinburgh. 

TO MB PETER HILL. 

ELMStAND, 9d April 178SL 
I WILL make no excuse, my dear Bibliopolus (God forgive me for 
murdering language t) that I have sat down to write you on this vile 
paper, stained with the sanguinary scores of *thae cursed horse- 
leeches o' the Excise.' 

I Printed in the* KUmamock Journal (thence first transferred to Uocg and 
Motherwell's edition) from the original » which is described ss shewn at the Be4 
Lion Tavern, Shato^are Square, Edinburjfh. 
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It is eecmoiiiy, sir; it is that cardinal virtue, pradenoe; fio I heg 
you will sit down, and mther compose or b<»Tow a panegyric. If 
you are going to borrow, apply to our friend Bamsay,^ for the assist- 
ance of the author of the pretty little buttering paragraphs of 
eulogium on your thrice-honoured and never-enough-to-be-praised 
Maoistract — how they hunt down a housebr^er with the 
sanguinary perseverance of a bloodhound — how they outdo a terrier 
in a badgeivhole in uneartlung a resetter of stolen goods — ^how they 
steal on a thoughtless troop of night-nymphs as a spaniel winds the 
unsuspecting covey — or how they riot over a ravaged * * as • cat 
does o'er a plundered mouse-nest— how they new varap old churcheSi 
aiming at aj^arances of piety, plan squares and colleges, to pass 
for men of taste and learning, &c &c. &c. ; while Old Edinburgh, like 
the doting mother of a pared of rakehelly prodigids, may sing 
HooUy and fairly, or cry Wage's me that ^er I saw ye! but still must 
put her hand in her pockety and pay whatever scores the young dogs 
think proper to contract, 

I was going to say — but this parenthesis fass put me out of 
breath — that you should get that manu&cturer of the tinselled 
crockery of magistratial reputations, who makes sa distingmshed and 
distinguishing a figure in the Evening Couranb^ to compose, or rather 
to compoimd, something very clever on my remarkable frugality ; 
that I write to one of my most esteemed friends on this wretdied 
paper, which was originally intended for the venal fist of some 
drunken exciseman, to take dirty notes in a miserable vault of on 
ale-cellar. 

O Frugality ! thou mother of ten thousand blessings — thou cook of 
fat beef and dainty greens ! thou manufiEusturer of warm Shetland hose 
and comfortable surtouts ! thou old housewife, darning thy decayed 
stockings with thy ancient spectacles on thy aged nose— lead me, 
hand me in thy clutohing palsied fist^ up those heights and through 
those thickets hitherto inaccessible and impervious to my anxious, 
weary feet — ^not those Parnass i an crags, bleak and barren, where 
the hungry worshippers of fame are, breathless, clambering, hanging 
between heaven and hell, but those glittering clifis of Potosi, where 
the all-sufficient, all-powerful deity. Wealth, holds his immediate 
court of joys and pleasures ; where the sunny exposure of plenty, 
and the hot walls of profusion, produce those blissful ^uits of 
luxury, exotics in this world, and natives of paradise ! Thou withered 
sibyl, my sage conductress, usher me into tiiy refulgent^ adored 
presence I The power, splendid and potent as he now is, was once the 
puling nurding of thy faithful care and tender arms ! Call me thy 
son, thy cousin, thy kinsman, or &vourite, and adjure the god by the 
scenes of his in&nt years no longer to repulse me as a stranger or 
an alien, but to favour me with his peculiar countenance and pro- 
tection ! He daily hestows his greatest kindness on the undeserving 
and the worthless— assure him that I bring ample documents of 

> Mr David Ramsay, of the EtUtiburnh CouranU 
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meritorioiis demerits I Pledge yomidf for mc^ ihai, for the glorious 
cause of lucre, I will do aayUung, be anything bat the horse-leech of 
private oppression, or the vulture of public robbery ! 

But to descend torn heroics — what in the name of all the devils 
at once have joa done with my tnmk ! Please let me have it by the 
first carrien 

I want a Shdkspeare : let me know what plays your used copy of 
BeS^s 8h4dc8peare wants. I want likewise an English dictionary-^ 
Johnson's, I suppose is best In these and all my prose commissions 
tiie cheapest is always the best for me. There is a small debt of 
honour tiiat I owe Mr Robert Cleghom, in Saughton Mills, ray worthy 
friend and your well-wisher. Please give him, and nrge him to take 
it^ the first time you see him, ten shillings' worth of anything yoa 
have to sell, and place it to mj account 

The librsry scheme that I mentioned to you is abeady begun under 
the direction of Captain Riddel and me. There is another in emul»- 
tion of it going on at Closebum, under the auspices of Mr Monteath 
of Oloseburh, which will be on a greater scale than ours. I have 
likewise secured it for you. Cs^)tain Riddel gave his infant society 
a great many of his old books, else I had written you on that 
subject; but one of these days, I shall trouble you with a commission 
for the Monkland JBViendly Society. A copy of The Spectator^ 
Mirror, and Lounger, Man of FeeUng, Man of the World, Guthrie^s 
Geographical Grammar, with some religious pieces, will likely be 
oar first order. 

When I grow richer I will write to you on gilt-post, to make 
amends for this sheet At present every guinea has a five-guinea 
errand with, my dear sir, your faithful, poor, but honest friend, 

R. B. 



TO MBS DUNLOP. 

EllisztAno, 4tA April 1789. 

I NO sooner hit on any poetic plan or femcy, but I wish to send il 
to you; and if knowing and reading these give half the pleasure to 
you that communicating them to you gives to me, I am satisfied. 

I hav^ a poetic whim in my head, which I at present dedicate, or 
rather mscribe,to the Right Hon. Charles James Fox; but how long 
that fancy may hold I cannot say. A few of the first lines I hav« 
just roog&sketched as follows:— 

SKETCH, 

IirSCRZBSD TO CHARtSt lAMSS VOX. 

How wisdom and folly meet, mix, and unite ; 
How virtae and vice blend their black and their white; 
How genius, the illustrious fother of fiction. 
Confounds rule and law^ reconciles oontradictioiir- 
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Islngt if ib66exnortal8,tiiO'Critio8,8b4»iildbiitfle^ 
I care not, not I, let the critics go wlustle. 

But now for a Patron, whose name and whose glairy 
At once may illustrate and honour my story. 

Thou first of our orators, first of our wits^ 
Yet whose parts and acquirements seem mere lucky hits ; 
With knowledge so vast, and with judgm^it so strong, 
Ko man with &e half of 'em e'er went far wrong; 
With passions so potent, and fancies so bright, 
Ko man with the half of 'em e'er went quite right : 
A sorry, poor misbegot son of the Muses^ 
For using thy name offers fifty excuses*^ 

[Good L — d, what is man! for as simple he looks, 
Bo but try to develop his hooks and his crooks ; 
With his depths and his shallows, his good and his evil. 
All in all he's a problem must puzzle the devil. 

On his one ruling passion Sir Pope hugely labours, 

That, like th' old Hebrew walking-switch, eats up its neighbonrs ; 

Mankind are his show-box — Sk friend, would you know hunt 

Pull the string, ruling passion the picture will shew him. 

What pity, in rearing so beauteous a system. 

One trifling particular, truth, should have miss'd him ; 

For, spite of his fine theoretic positions. 

Mankind is a science defies definitions. 

Some Sort all our qualities each to its tribe, 

And think human nature they truly describe ; 

Have you found this, or t'other! there's more in the wind. 

As by one drunken fellow his eomrades you'll find. 

But such is the flaw, or the depth of the plan. 

In the make of that wonderful creature cali'd man, 

No two virtues, whatever relation they claim. 

Nor even two difierent shades of the same, 

Though like as was ever twin-brother to brother, 

Possessing the one shall imply you've the other. 2 • 

But truce with abstraction and truce with the Muse, 
Whose rhymes you'll perhaps, sir, ne'er deign to peruse : 
Will you leave your justings, your jars, and your quarrels, 
Contending with Billy for proud-nodding laurels. 
My much-honoured Patron, believe your poor Poet, 
Your courage much more than your prudence you shew it: 

* The TeneslOIIowing wiOiin brackets were added afterwards, 
s The vezses following this line were finst printed from a manuscript of Bums, l« 
Pidcering'i edition. 
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Ih vain with dqnire Billy foT laurels you struggle, 
He'K have them by fair trade, if not he will smuggle ; 
Not cabinets even of kings would conceal *em, 
He*d up the back-stairs, and by G — he would steal 'em! 
Then feats like Squire Billy's you ne'er can achieve 'em, 
It is not, outdo him — the task is, out-thieve him I] 

On the 20th current I hope to have the honour of assuring you 
in person how sincerely I am, B. B. 

In his letter to Mr Beter Hill two days before, Bams had 
desired to learn as soon as possible the address of Stuart, pub- 
lisher of the Star newspaper, but under secrecy. He probably 
designedHo send the above sketch to the Star, 

Our poet had paid a visit this spring to Mr M'Murdo at 
Drumlanrig Castle, and had been charmed by the kindness of his 
reception in that elegant circle. Having occasion soon after to 
send to Mrs M'Murdo a poem which he had recited to her family 
in an imperfect state, he accompanied it with a letter expressing 
that courteous gratitude which he always felt towards persoris of 
superior rank who treated him with unaffected friendliness. 

TO MRS M^HURPO, BRUMLANRIG. 

ELLifLAND, Sd May 1789. 

Madam — I have finished the piece which had the happy fortime to 
he honoured with your approbation ; and never did little miss with 
more sparkling pleasure shew her applauded sampler to partial 
mamma, than I now s^id my poem to you and Mr M^Murdo, if he is 
returned to Drumlanrig. You cannot easily imagine what thin- 
skinned animals, what sensitive plants, poor poets are. How do we 
shrink into the imbittered comer of self-abasement when neglected 
or condemned by those to whom we look up!— and how do we, in 
erect importance, add another cubit to onr stature on being noticed 
and applauded by those whom we honour uid respect ! My late 
visit to Drumlanrig has, I can tell you, madam, given me a balloon 
waft up Parnassus, where on my fancied elevation I regard my 
poetic self with no small degree of complacency. Surely, with all 
their sins, the rhyming tribe are not ungrateful creatures. I recollect 
your goodness to your humble guest—I see Mr M*Murdo adding to the 
p<diteness of the gentleman the kindness of a friend, and my heart 
swells as it would burst with warm emotions and ardent wi^es ! It 
may be it is not gratitude — it may be a mixed sensation. That 
strange, shifting, doubling animal man is so generally, at best, but a 
negative, often a worthless creature, that we cannot see real good- 
ness and native worth without feeling the bosom glow with sympa- 
thetic approbation. With every sentiment of grateful respect, I 
have the honour to be, madam, your obliged and ^teful, humble 
servant^ R. B. 
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TO MR CUNNINaHAH. 

Ellisland, 4^ Moff 1789. 

My deab Sir — ^Your duty-free favour of the 26th April I received 
two days ago : I will not say I perused It with pleasure—that is the 
c(dd compliment of ceremony — I perused it, sir, with delicious satis* 
faction ; in short, it is such a letter, that not you, nor your friend, but 
the legislature, by express proviso in their postage-laws, should frank. 
A letter informed with the soul of friendship is such an honour to 
human nature, Uiat they should order it^ free ingress and egress to 
and from their bags and mails, as an encouragement and mark of 
distinction to supereminent virtue. 

I have just put the last hand to a little poem, which I^hink will 
be something to your taste. One morning lately, as I was out pretty 
early in the fields, sowing some grass seeds, I heard the burst of a 
shot from a neighbouring plantation, and presently a poor little 
wounded hare came crippling by me. You will guess my indignation 
at the inhuman fellow who could shoot a hare at this season, when 
all of them have yomog ones. Indeed, there is somethmg in that 
business of des^oying for our sport individuals in tiie aniBud 
creation that do not injure us materially, which I could never 
reconcile to my ideas of virtue. 

Inhuman man ! curse on thy barb'rous art, 

And blasted be thy murder-aiming eye I 

May never pity soothe thee with a sigh, 
Nor ever pleasure glad thy cruel heart! 

Ck> live, poor wanderer of the wood and field. 
The bitter little that of life remains : 
No more the thickening brakes or verdant plams 

To thee a home, or food, or pastime yield. 

Seek, mangled innocent, some wonted form ; 
That wonted form, alas ! thy dying bed { 
The sheltering rushes whistling o'er thy head. 

The cold earth with thy blood-stain'd bosom warm. 

Perhaps a mother's anguish adds its wo ; 

The playful pair crowd fondly by thy side; 

Ah ! helpless nurslings, who will now provide 
Thut life a mother only can bestow! 

Oft as by winding Nith I, musing, wait 
The sober eve, or hail the cheerful dawn, 
I'll miss thee sporting o'er the dewy lawn, 

And curse the ruthless wretch, and mourn thy hapless fate. 

Lit me know how you like my poem. I am doubtful whether U 
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would n<rt be an improvement to keep out the last stanza Imt one 
altogether. 

Cruikshank is a glorions production of the Anther of man.^ Yon, 
he, and the noble Colonel^ of the Crochallan Fencibles are to me 
* Dear aa the ruddy drops which wann my heart.' ' 

I have got a good mind to make verses on yen aU, to the tnne of 
* Three guid fellows aycmt the glen.' R. B* 

The tenderness of Boms towards animals is one of the feelings 
most conspicuous in his verse after amatory passion : witness the 
Fa/mier'a Address to his Mare, the verses on The Winter Night, the 
Address to the Mouse, and several other pieces.^ He could treat 
the passioii of a Tam Samson jocularly ; and I have been informed 
that, when visiting Mr Bushby at Tinwald Downs, he would 
accompany the gentlemen -visitors to the field to witness their 
sport. His deliberate feelings regarding field-sports appear, 
however, to be presented in The Brigs of Ayr: 

< The l^imdering guns are heard on every side, 

The wonnded coveys, reeling, scatter wide ; 
. The feathered field-mates bound by nature's tie^ 
Sires, mothers, children, in one carnage lie ; 
(What warm poetic heart but inly bleeds, 
And execrates man's savage, ruthless deeds I/ 

There is no trace of his having ever personally engaged in field* 
i^rts, and only one notice of his using the fishing-rod. 

There is usually printed in Bums^s works a little ode entitled 
Ddia, which firom its deficiency of force and true feeling some have 
suspected to be not his composition. Allan Cunningham tells a 
feasiWe-enough-looking story regarding it. * One day, when the 
poet was at Brownhlll, in Nithsdale, a friend read some verses 
composed after the pattern of Pope's song by a person of quality, 
and said: " Bums, this is beyond you. The Muse of Kyle cannot 
match the Muse of London city.*' The poet took the paper, 

1 Mr CrctikBhank cS the High School. We know a gmtleman in mature Ufe, who 
lived as a boarder and pupil with Cruikshank, and to whom the character of the 
man, in consequence of the severity of his discipline, appeared in a very di£feient 
li|^t from what it did in the eyes of boon-companion Bums. Mr Cruikshank died 
in March 1795, thus predeceasing his friend the poet by upwards of a year. 

s Mr Wmiam Dunbar, W.S. 

> * As dear to me as are the ruddy ^hx>p0 
That visit my sad heart.*— JuZtw Catar. 

4 Bums had a fevourite collie at Ellisland^ with this legend on its oollftr : 
* RoBXRT Burns, Pobt.'— ^. CunrUtigftam, 

* His last dog— a fine burly fellow, which survived him some time— was named 
Thublow, whiidi I suppose the poet had bestowed on him in compliment to the 
rough, manly character of the chancellor. You remember Thurlow's £unous reply 
to the Duke of QnAon, in which he challenged comparison with the noUe duko 
as A MAN. This could not fiOi to take a strong hold of the feelings of Bumo.'-^ 
tLCmrutheri* MS. 
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hummed the Terses over, and then recited Ddia, cm Ode.'' l%ere 
is not anything in this anecdote incdnsistent with the fact, thai; 
Bums sent the ode for insertion in a London newspaper. The 
journal so honoured was the Stur^ the first of our daily evening 
papers, set on foot very recently in consequence of the facilities 
afforded by the new mail-system of Mr Palmer. The publisher 
was Mr Peter Stuart, who had formed 9^ acquaintance with BumB 
some years ago, and seems to have been the correspondent who 
addressed him in February 1787 with some absurd vituperation of 
the Ganongate magistrates for their alleged neglect of Fergusson.i 

< Mr Fbinter— If the productions of a simple ploughman ean merit 
a place in the same paper with Sylvester Otway and the other 
favourites of the Muses who illuminate the Star with the lustre of 
genius, your insertion of the enclosed trifle will be succeeded by 
future communications from yours, &c B. BuBNS. 

Ellisland, near Duntfries, ISth Map 1789.' 



Fair the face of orient day, 

Fair the tints of op'ning rose ; 
But fairer still my Delia dawns, 

More lovely far her beauty i^ews. 

Sweet the lark's wild warbled lay, 

Sweet the tinkling rill to hear ; 
But, Delia, more deEghtful still, 

Steal thine accents on mine ear. 

The flower-enamoured busy bee 

?rhe rosy banquet loves to sip ; 
Sweet the streamlet's limpid lapse 

To the sun-browned Arab's Up. 

But, Delia, on thy balmy lips 

Let me, no fragrant insect, rove ; 
Q let me steal one liquid kiss. 

For, oh ! my soul is parched with love? 

The poem on the Hare had been also sent by him to Dr Gregory 
of Edinburgh, for whose critical judgment and general character 
Bums, as we have seen, entertained a high veneration. He who 
had been so lenient with Clarinda's versicles chose to be strict 
with this piece of Bums. 

iSeeTolimieIL,pk4& 
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TO MR ROBERt BURNS. 

Edinburgh, 2d June 1789. 

Bear Sir — I take the first leisure hour I could command to 
thaak y<m for your letter, and the copy of verses enclosed in it. As 
there is real poetic merit — I mean both fancy and tenderness — and 
some happy expressions in them, I think they well deserve that you 
should revise them carefully, and polish them to the utmost. This I 
am soTQ you can do if you please, for you have great command both 
of expression and of rhymes : and you may judge, from the two last 
pieces of Jlirs Hunter's poetry > that I gave you, how much correct- 
ness and high-polish enhance the value of such compositions. As 
you desire it, I shall, with great freedom, give you my most rigorous 
criticisms on your verses. I wish you would give me another edition 
of them, much amended, and I will send it to Mrs Hunter, who, I 
am sure, will have much pleasure in reading it. Pray give me like- 
wise for myself, and her too, a copy — ^as much amended as you 
please-^of the Water-Fowl on Loch TurU, 

The Wounded Hare is a pretty good subject, but the measure or 
stanza you have chosen for it is not a good one : it does not flow 
well ; and the rhyme of the fourth line is almost lost by its distance 
from the first, and the two interposed close rhymes. If I were you, 
I would put it into a different stanza yet. 

Stanza I. The execrations in the first two lines are too strong 
or coarse, but they may pass. * Murder-aiming ' is a bad compound 
epithet, and not very intelligible. ' Blood-stained ' in stanza iii. line 4^ 
has the same fault : bleeding bosom is infinitely better. Tou have 
accustomed yourself to such epithets, and have no notion how stiff 
and quaint they appear to others, and how incongruous with poetic 
fancy and tender sentiments. Suppose Pope had written: 'Why 
that blood-stained bosom gored,* how would you have liked it! 
^orm .is neither a poetic nor a dignified, nor a plain common word : 
it is a mere sportsman's word — unsuitable to pathetic or serious poetry. 

< Mangled' is a coarse word. * Innocent^' in this sense is a nursery 
word ; but both may pask 

Stanza 4. < Who wil^ now provide that life a mother only can 
bestow !' will not do at all : it is not grammar — it is not intelligible. 
Do yoQ mean 'provide for that life which the mother had bestowed 
and used to provide for I' 

There was a ridiculous slip of the pen, * Feeling,' I suppose, for 
♦Fellow,' in the title of your copy of verses ; but even 'fellow' would 
be if^ong — it is but a colloquial and vulgar word, unsuitable to your 
smitiments. 'Shot' is improper too. On seeing a person — or a 
sportsman — wound a hare ; it is needless to add with what weapon ; 
but if you think otherwise, you should say with a fowling-piece. 

Let me see you when you come to town, and I "^ill shew you 
some more of Mrs Hunter's poems. 

1 Tb« wUie of the oelebrated «iirg«on, John Hunter. Many of her ftigttive poems 
enjoyed at that time a considerable zeputation. 
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' It mTwt be admitted,' says Dr Currie, * that this criticism it 
not more distinguished by its good sense than by its freedom 
from ceremony. It is impossible not to smile at the manner in 
which the poet may be supposed to have received it. In fact it 
appears, as the sailors say, to have thrown him quite aback. In a 
letter which he wrote soon after, he says : " Dr Gregory is a good 
man, but he crucifies me." And again : '^ I believe in the iiron 
justice of Dr Gregory ; but, like the devils, I believe and tremble." 
However, he profited by these criticisms, as the reader will find 
by complying this first edition of the poem with that elsewhere 
published.' 

The piece, as the poet finally left it, is as follows : — 

ON SEEING A WOUNDED IIARE LIMP BY MB, 

WHICH A FKLLOW HAD JU8T SHOT. 

Inhuman man 1 curse on thy barb'rous art, 
And blasted be thy murder-aiming eye ; 
May never pity soothe thee with a sigh, 

Nor ever pleasure glad thy cruel heart ! 

Go live, poor wanderer of the wood and field I 
The bitter little that of life remains : 
Ko more the thickening brakes and verdant plains 

To thee shall home, or food, or pastime yield. 

Seek, mangled wretch, some place of wonted rest, 
No more of rest, but now thy dying bed ! 
The sheltering rushes whistling o'er thy head. 

The cold earth with thy bloody bosom prest. 

, Ofb as by winding Nith I, musing, wait 
The sober eve, or hail the cheerful dawn, 
I'll miss thee sporting o'er the dewy lawn, 
And curse the ruffian's aim, and mourn thy hapless iate.^ 

If any further criticism might be tolerated on so unimportant a 
composition, we would express our dissent from the poet regarding 
the second last verse of the first edition, and our regret that he 
omitted it, as it appears to us that the image of the young ones 
crowding round their wounded dam is one of the finest, if not the 
only very fine one, in the poem. 

I Allan Cunningham mentions that the poor animal whose sufferings excited 
this burst of indignation on the part of the poet, was shot by a lad named James 
Thomson, s<m of a fiemner near Ellisland. Bums, who was near the Nith at the 
moment, execrated the young man, and spoke of throwing him into the water. Wa 
see here the same feeling at weak whudi dictated his rebuke of John Blane, 00. his 
nmning after the dislodged mouse. 
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LETTER TO JAMES TBNNANT OF 0LENC0NKBB.1 

Auld comrade dear, and brither sinner, 

How's a* the folk about Glenconner ? 

How do you, this blae eastlin wind, 

That's lie to blaw a body blind! 

Tot ine, my faculties are frozen, 

And ilka member nearly doz^i'd. itapiiM 

I've sent you here, by Johnnie Simson, 

Twa sage philosophers to glimpse on ; 

Smith, wi' his sympathetic feeling. 

And Beid, to commonnsense appealing. 

Philosophers have fought and wrangled. 

And meikle Greek and Latin mangled^ 

Till, wl' their logic jargon tir*d, 

And in the depth of science mir'd, 

To common-sense they now appeaJ, 

What wives and wabsters see and feel. 

But, hark ye, friend! I charge you strictly, 

Peruse them, and return them quickly, 

Por now I'm grown sae cursed douce, 

I pray and ponder butt the house ; 

My shins, my lane, I there sit roastin', , 

Perusing Bunyan, Brown, and Boston; 

Till by and by, if I baud on, 

I'll grunt a real gospel groan : 

Already I begin to try it. 

To cast iny e'en up like a pyet, 

When by the gun she tumbles o'er, 

Plutt'ring and gasping 4n her gore: 

Sae shortly you shall see me bright, 

A burning and a shining light 

My heartrwarm love to guid auld Glen, 

The ace and wale o' honest men : choice 

When bending down wi' auld gray hairs, 

Beneath the load of years and cares, 

May He who made him still support him. 

And views beyond the grave comfort him ; 

His worthy famly far and near, 

God bless them a' wl' grace and gear I 

My auld schoolfellow, preacher Willie, 
The manly tar, my mason Billie, 
And Auchenbay, I wish him joy; 
If he 's a parent, lass or boy, 

> An old fSriend of the poet and his fEtmily, who Msiited him In his choice of tbt 
AnncfSUlBlaad. 
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Ma.y he be dad, and Meg tlie mither, 

Just five-and-forty years thegither ! 

And no forgetting wabster Charlie, ^ 

I'm told he offers very fairly. 

And, Lord, remember singing Sannock, 

Wi' hale breeks, saxpence, and a bannock ;^ 

And next my auld acquaintance Nancy, 

Since she is fitted to her fancy ; ^ 

And her kind stars hae airted till her directed 

A good chiel wi' a pickle siller. 

My kindest, best respects I sen' it, 

To Cousin Kate and Sister Janet ; 

Tell them, frae me, wi' chiels be cautious, lads 

For, faith, they'll aiblins fin' them fashious. possibly 

And lastly, Jamie, for yoursel'. 

May guardian angels tak a spell. 

And steer you seven miles south o' hell : 

But first, before you see heaven's glory. 

May ye get mony a merry story ; 

Mony a laugh, and mony a drink, 

And aye eneugh o' needfu' clink. 

Now fare ye weel, and joy be wi' you; 
For my sake this I beg it o' you, 
Assist poor Simson a' ye can. 
Ye '11 fin' him just an honest man : 
Sae I conclude, and quat my chanter, 
Yours, saint or sinner, 

Bob the Banter. 



TO MR RICHARD BROWN. 

Mauchlinr, 2ltt Map 1789. 

My bear Friend — I was in the country by accident, and hearing 
of your safe arrival, J could not resist the temptation of wishing you 
joy on your return — wishing you would write to me before you sail 
again — wishing you woidd always set me down as your bosom-friend 
— ^wishing you long life and prosperity, and that every good thing 
may attend you — wishing Mrs Brown and your little ones as free 
of the evils of this world as is consistent with humanity — wishing 
you and she were to make two at the ensuing lying-in, with which 
Mrs B. threatens very soon to favour me — wishing I had longer 
time to write to you at present — and, finally, wishing that, if there 
is to be another state of existence, Mr B^ Mrs B^ our little ones, 
' and both families, and you and I, in some snug retreat, may make a 
jovial party to all eternity ! 

My direction is at EUisland, near Dumfries. Yours, B. B. 

» * Fortune, if thou 11 but gie me atlll, 

Hale breeks, a aoone, and whisky giU,* iie, ^ 

—ScoUihJ)rinh 
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TO MB JAMBS HAMILTON. 

Ellisland, S6fA May 1789. 

Bear Sir — I would fain offer, my dear sir, a woi-d of sympathy 
with your misfortunes; but it is a tender string, and I know not how 
to touch it. It is easy to flourish a set of high-flown sentiments on 
ike subjects that womd give great satisfaction to — a breast quite at 
ease; but as one observes who was very seldom mistaken in the 
theory of life : * The heart knoweth its own sorrows, and a stranger 
intermeddleth not therewith.' 

Among some distressful emergencies that I have experienced in 
life, I ever laid this down as my foundation of comfort : ThcU hz ioho 
has lived the life of an honest man has by no means lived in vain/ 

With every wish for your welfare and future success, I am, ray 
dear sir, sincerely yours, B. B. 

Under the temporary reconciliation produced by the amicable 
settlement in February, Bums appears to have, with his usual 
reckless carelessness about his compositions, sent some of the best 
of his late productions to Creech, who at that time thought of 
bringing out a new edition of the bard^s works.^ In these days, an 
author in similar circumstances would deem himself entitled to 
some certain requital for any additions he might make ta a volume 
which had been the subject of a distinct bargain with a publisher. 
In the days of the Ayrshire bard such reckonings were less in 
practice, and nothing of the kind seems to have been thought 
of by either poet or publisher on this occasion. Having to 
send in May for a few copies of his volume from the publisher, 
Bums handed more of his recent compositions to Creech, and at 
the same time, addressed him with an effusion of terms more 
appropriate to their former intimacy than to the business in 
hand — 

TO WlLlilAM CREECH, ESQ. 

Ellisland, aoth May 1789. 
Sir — ^I had intended to have troubled you with, a long letter; but 
at present the delightful sensations of an omnipotent toothacho so 
engross all my inner man, as to put it out of my power even to write 
nonsense. HoVever, as in duty bomid, I approach my bookseller 
with an offering in my hand— a few poetic clinches and a song :— to 
expect any other kind of offering from the rhyming tribe would be 
to know them much less than you da I do not pretend that there 
is much merit in these morceavxy but I have two reasons for sending 

J Creech to Mr Cadell, Strand, London, March 7, 1789 : * How do you stand with 
Kgaid to Buma's Poeraa ? The author has given me several beautiful new thinga 
lor a new edition. Let me know if I may put a new edition to press here, and 
wh«t number may be pirinted«'—3r<Sl in possession of Robert Cole, Esq. 
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theai'-^^ndmo, they are mosUy ill-natared, io are in tinison with my 
present feelings, while fifty droops of infernal siurits are driving post 
from ear to ear along my jawbones ; and, secondly, they are so short 
that you cannot leave off in the middle, and so hurt my pride in the 
idea that you found any work of mine too heavy to get through. 

I have a request to beg of you, and I not only beg of you, but 
conjure you, by all your wishes and by all your hopes, that the Muse 
will spare the satiric wink in the moment of your foibles ; that she 
will warble the song of rapture round your hymeneal couch ; and 
that she will shed on your turf the honest tear of elegiac gratitude I 
Grant my request as speedily as possible : send me by the very first 
fly or coach for this place three copies of the last edition of my 
poems, which place to my account. 

Now may the good things of prose, and the good things of verse, 
come among thy hands, until they be filled with the good things of 
<Aw Xife^ prayeth K. B. 

The sufferings of the poet from the ailment alluded to in th«^ 
above letter drew from hun at this time his — 



ADDRESS TO THE TOOTHACHE. 

My curse upon thy venom'd stang, 
•That shoots my tortur'd gums alang* 
And through my lugs gies mony a twang, 

Wi* gnawing vengeance ; 
Tearing my nerves wi' bitter pang, 

Like racking engines ! 

When fevers bum, or ague freezes, 
Bheumatics gnaw, or cholic squeezes; 
Our neighbour's sympathy may ease us^ 

Wi* pitying moan ; 
But thee — thou hell o' a* diseases. 

Aye mocks our groan ! 

Adown my beard the slavers trickle I 
I kick the wee stools o'er the mickle, 
A9 round the fire the giglets keokle. 

To see me loup ; 
While, raving mad, I wish a heckle 

Were in their doup. 

(y a' the num'rons human dools, 

HI har'sts, daft bargains, cutty-stools, 

Or worthy friends rak'd i' the mods. 

Sad sight to riec ! 
The tricks o' knaves, or fash o' fools — 

Thou bear^st tlie gree. 



Borrows 

clo^ 

trouble 
superioritgr 
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Where'er ihat place be pnesta ca' heU, 
Whence a' the tones o' misery yell, 
And ranked plagues their numbers tell, 

In dreadfu' raw, 
Thou, Toothache, surely bear^st the bell 

Amang them a' ! 

O thou grim mischief-making chiel, 
That gars the notes of discord squeel, 
Till daft mankind aft dance a reel 

In gore a shoe-thick! — 
Gie a' the faes o' Scotland's weal 

A towmond's toothache ! year 



TO MR M'AULEY, or DUMBARTON. 

IU.LI8LAND, Uh June 1789. 

Bear Sir— Though I am not without my fears respecting my 
&te at that grand, imiversal inquest of right and wrong, commonly 
called TJie Last Day, yet I trust there is one sin which that arch- 
vagabond Satan — ^who, I understand, is to be king's evidence — cannot 
throw in my teeth ; I mean ingratitude. There is a certain pretty 
large quantum of kindness for which I remain, and from inability I 
fear must still remain, your debtor; but though unable tp repay the 
debt, I assure you, sir, I shall ever warmly remember the obligation. 
It gives me the sincerest pleasure to hear by my old acquaintance^ 
Mr Kennedy, that you are, in immortal Allan's language, * Hale, and 
weel, and living;' and that your charming family are well, and 
promising to be an amiable and respectable addition to the company 
of performers whom the Great Manager of the Drama of Man is 
bringing into action for the succeeding age. 

With respect to my welfare, a subject in which you once warmly 
and effectively interested yourself — I am here in my old way, 
holding my plough, marking the growth of my com, or the health of 
my dairy, and at times sauntering by the delightful windings of the 
Kith — on the margin of which I have built my humble domicile-^ 
praying for seasonable weather, or holding an intrigue with the 
Muses, the only gipsies with whom I have now any intercourse. As 
I am entered into the holy state of matrimony, I trust my face is 
turned completely Zion-ward; and as it is a rule with all honest 
fellows to repeat no grievances, I hope that the little poetic licences 
of former days will of course fall under the oblivious influence of 
some good-natured statute of celestial prescription. In my family 
devotion — which, like a good Presbyterian, I occasionally give to my 
household folks— I am exU'emely fond of the psalm, ^hoi not the 
errors of my youth,' &c. and that other, • Lo, children are God's 
heritage,* &c. in which last Mrs Bums —who, by the by, has a 
glorious * wood-note wild' at either old song or psabnody-— joins me 
with the pathos of Handel's Messiah. It. B. 
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Robert Ainslie used to relate that Bums often quoted ^nth 
great relish the verses from the 127th psalm in the Scottish 
translation : 

^ Lo, children are Qod's heritage, 

The womb's fruit his reward : 
The sons of youth as arrows are, 

For strong men's hands prepared. 
O happy is the man that hath 

His quiver filled with those 
They unashamed in the gate 

Shall speak unto their foes. 

The rough, antique force of these verses, and the cheerful view 
which they give of the natural character of that which modern 
society has perverted into an encumbrance — were what made them 
favourites with the bard. Mr Ainslie used to add, that a young 
companion of his, who afterwards became a judge under the name 
of Lord Cringletie, added greatly to the amusement of a mirthful 
company before which Bums had one evening repeated them, 
when, with great simplicity, he praised them as verses of the 
bard's own composition. 



TO im BOBBBT AINSLIE. 

Ellisland, BA June 1788L 
My dear Friend— I am perfectly ashamed of myself when I look 
at the date of your last. It is not that I forget the friend of my 
heart and the companion of my peregrinations, but I have been 
condemned to drudgery beyond sufferance, though not, thank God, 
beyond redemption. I have had a collection of poems by a lady put 
into my hands to prepare them for the press ; which horrid task, 
with sowing com with my own hand, a parcel of masons, wrights, 
plasterers, ^. to attend to, roaming on busmess through Ayrshire 
— all this was against me^ and the very first dreadful article was of 
itself too much ^r me. 

Idth4 — ^I have not had a moment to spare from incessant toil since 
the 8th, Life, my dear sir, is a serious matter. You know by expe- 
rience that a man's individual self is a good deal ; but, believe me, a 
of children, whenever you have the honour to be 
father, will shew you that your present and most 
solitude are spent on trifles. The welfare of those 
X to us, whose only support, hope, and stay we are 
)us mind is another sort of more important object 
f concerns whatever which centre merely in the 
the other hand, let no yaung, unmarried, rake- 
: you make a song of his pretended liberty and 
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freedom from care. If the rdaHooM we staacl in to kiog^ eooBtrf, 
kindred, and friends, be anything but the visionary fimdee oi 
dreaming metaphysicians ; if religion, virtue, magnanimity, gene- 
rosity, humanity, and justice Jbe aught but empty sounds; then the 
man who may be said to live only for others, for the beloved, 
hononrable female, whose tender, faithful embrace endears life, and 
for the helpless little innocents who are to be the men and women, 
Che worshippers of his Qod, the subjects of his king, and thp Bnpp6r1^ 
nay, the very vital existence, of his country, in Sie ensuing age- 
compare such a man with any fellow whatever, who, whether he 
bustle and push in business among labourers, clerks, statesm^i ; or 
whether he roar and rant, and drink and sing in taverns— a fellow 
over whose grave no one will breathe a single heigh-ho, except from 
the cobweb-tie of what is called good-fellowship — Who has no view 
nor aim but what terminates in himself-^f there be any grovelling^ 
earthbom wretch of our species, a renegade to common sense, who 
would fain believe that the noble creature man is no better than a 
sort of fungus, generated out of nothing, nobody knows how, and 
soon dissipating in nothing, nobody knows where — such a stapid 
beast, such a. crawling reptile, might balance the foregoing unexa^ 
gerated comparison, but no one ^e would have the patienca 

Forgive me, my dear sir, for this long silence. To make you 
amendt I shall send yon soon, and, more encouragii^ still, without 
any postage^ one or two rhymes of my later manufacture. B. B. 

While residing at EUisland, Bums with his family attended 
worship at Dunscore churchy three or four miles distant among 
the hills. The minister, Mr Kirkpatrick, was a zealous Calvinist, 
and therefore not a favourite with our poet. Blums seems to have 
listened" to his doctrines under a constant mental protest. 



TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Ellisland, %\H June 1789L 
Dear Mad AM — Will yon take the effiisions, the miserable effusions 
of low spirits just as they flow from their bitter spring f I know 
not of any particular cause for this worst of all my foes besetting 
me ; but for s<nne time my soul has been beclouded with a thickening 
atmosphere of evil imaginaUons and gloomy presages. 

Mondap Evening, 
I have just heard Mr Eirkpatrick preach a sermon. He is a maa 
&mous for his benevolence, and I revere him ; but from such ideas 
of my Creator, good Lord, deliver me! Beligion, my honoured 
friend, is surely a simple business, as it equally concerns the ignorant 
and the learned, the poor and the rich. That there is an incompre- 
hensible Great Being, to whom I owe my existence^ and that he must 
111. C 
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be inthnatelj acquainted wiUi the operations and progress of tli6 
internal machinery, and consequent ontward deportment of this 
creature which he has made — these are, T think, self-evident propo- 
sitions. That there is a real and eternal distinction between virtue 
and vice, and consequently that I am an accountable creature ; that 
from the seeming nature of the human mind, as well as from the 
evident imperfection, nay, positive injustice, in the administration 
of affairs, both in the natural and moral worids, there must be a 
retributive scene of existence beyond the grave — ^must, I think, be 
allowed by every one who will give himself a moment's reflection. 
I will go farther, and afBrm that from the sublimity, excellence, and 
purity of his doctrine and precepts, unparalleled by all the aggre- 
gated wisdom and learning of many preceding ages, though, -to 
appearance he himself was the obscurest and most illiterate of our 
species— therefore Jesus Christ was from God. 

Whatever mitigates the woes, or increases the happiness of others, 
this is my criterion of goodness ; and whatever injures society at 
large, or any individual in it, this is my measure of iniquity. 

What thmk you, madam, of my creed ! I trust that I have said 
nothmg that will lessen me in the eye of one whose good opinion I 
value almost next to the approbation of my own mind. B. B. 

Helen Maria Williams, who had been introduced to Bums by 
Dr Moore, sent him, in June 1787, a letter enclosing some poems 
which that gentleman had addressed to herself. She told Burns 
that, her mother being a Scotchwoman, she had been competent 
to understand the language of the Ayrshire bard, * had read his 
poems with satisfaction, and shared the triumph of his country in 
producing his laurels.' She afterwards sent him a poem of her 
own on the slave-trade. 

TO MISS WILLIAMS. 

Ellisland lAufftaf] 1789. 

Madam — Of the many problems in the nature of that wonderful 
creature, man, this is one of the most extraordinary, that he shall go on 
from day to day, from week to week, from month to month, or perhaps 
from year to year, suffering a hundred times more in an hour from 
the impotent consciousness of neglecting what he ought to do, than 
the very doing of it would cost him. I am deeply indebted to you, 
first for a most elegant poetic compliment ; then for a polite, obliging 
letter ; and, lastly, for your excdlent poem on the slave-trade ; and 
yet, wretch that I am ! though the debts were debts of honour, and 
the creditor a lady, I have put off and put off even the very 
acknowledgment of the oUigation, until you must indeed be the very 
angel I take you for if you can forgive me. 

Your poem I have read with the highest pleasure. I have a way 
whenever I read a book — I mean a book in our own trade, madam, 
tk poetk one — aad when it is my own property, thai I take a pencil 
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and mai^ at the ends of verses, or note on margins and odd paper, 
little criticisms of approbation or disapprobation as I pemse along. 
I will make no apology for presenting yon with a few unconnected 
thoughts that occurred to me in my repeated perusals of your poem. 
I want to shew you that I have honesty enough to tell you what I 
take to be truths, even when they are not quite on the side of 
a];^robation ; and I do it in the firm faith that you have equal 
greatness of mind to hear them with pleasure. 

I know very little of scientific criticism ; so all I can pretend to 
in that intricate art is merely to note, as I read along, what passages 
strike me as being uncommonly beautiful, and where the expression 
seems to be perplexed or faulty. 

The poem opens finely. There are none of those idle prefatory 
lines which one may slap over before one comes to the subject. 
Verses 9th and lOth in particular — 

Where ocean's unseen bound 
Leaves a drear world of "waters round-* 

are truly beautiful. The simile of the hurricane is likewise fine ; 
and - indeed, beautiful as tiie poem is, almost all the similes rise 
decidedly above It. From verse 31st to verse 60th is a pretty eulogy 
on Britain. Verse 36th, *That foul drama deep with wrong,' is 
nobly expressive. Verse 46th, I am afraid, is rather unwort^ of 
the rest ; ' to dare to feel ' is an idea that I do not altogether like. 
The contrast of valour and mercy, from the 46th verse to the 50th, 
is admirable. 

Either my apprehension is dull, or there is something a little 
confused in the apostrophe to Mr Pitt. Verse 55lji is the antecedent 
to verses 57th and^th,but in verse 58th the connection seems 
nngrammatioal :-^ 

Powers ♦ ♦ ♦ 

m m « m 

With no gradations marked tiieir flight. 
But rose at onoe to story's height. 

Ki8*tt should be the word instead of rose. Try it in prose. Powers 
— their flight marked by no gradations, but [the same powers] 
risen at once to the height of glory. Likewise verse 53d, *For this,' 
18 evidently meant to lead on the sense of the verses 59th, 60th, 61s^ 
and 62d; but let us try how the thread of connection runs — 

Porthis ♦ * » 

* * ♦ ♦ 

The deeds of mercy, that embrace 
A distant sphore, an alien race, 
Shall virtue's lips record, and claim 
The f&irest honours of thy name. 

I beg pardon if I misai^rehend the matter, but this appeaoi W 
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Bie the onljr imperfeci passage in the poem. The oomparisoii of 
the sunbeam is fine. 

The c(»npliment to the Duke of Bichmond is^ I hope, as just as 
it is certainly elegant. The thought^ 

Virtue ♦ i» ♦ 

* 4> * « 

Sends firoiQ her nnsollied Bource, 
The gems of thought their pureet force, 

is exceeding beautiM. The idea, from verse 81st to the 85th, that 
^e *blest decree' is like the beams of m<mung ushering in the- 
glorious day of liberty, ought not to pass unnoticed or unaf^hmded^ 
From Terse 85th to verse 108t^ is an anunated contrast between 
the unfieeling selfishness of the oj^ressor on the one hand, and the 
misery of the captive on the other. Y^rse 88th m^t perhaps be 
amended thus : ' Nor ever quit ]^er narrow maze.' We are said 
to p€U8 a bound, but we qilit a maze. Yerse 100th is exquimtely 
beautiful — 

Thej, whonpL wasted blessings tire. 

Yerse 110th is, I donb^ a clashing of meti^shors; <to load a spaa' 
is, I am afraid, an unwarrantable expression. In verse 114th, ' Oast 
the universe in shade^' is a fine idea. From the 115th vwse to the 
142d is a striking description of the wrongs of the poor African. 
Yerse 120th, * The load of unremitted pain,' is a remarkable, stnmg 
expression. The address to the advocates for abolishing the slave^ 
traide, irom verse 143d to verse 208th, is animated with the tnio 
life of genius. The picture of oppressiim — 
« 

WhilB she linlcs her impiovui chain. 

And calculates the price of pain ; ^ 

Weighs agcmy in sordid scales. 

And marks if life or death preyails— 

is nobly executed. 

What a tender idea is in verse 180th! Intleed that whole de- 
scription of home may vie with Thomson's description of home, 
somewhere in the beginning of his Autumn, I do not remember to 
have seen a stronger expression of misery than is contained in these 
verses- 
Condemned, severe extreme, to lire 
When aU is iled t&at life can sire. 

The comparison of our distant joys to distant objects is equally 
original and striking. 

The character and manners of the dealer in the infernal traffic 
is a well done, though a horrid picture. I am not sure how far 
introducing the sailor was right; for though the sailor's common 
charaeteristic is gAerosity, yet in this case 'he is certainly not only 
an unconcerned witness^ but in some degree an efficient agest in 
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tbe Imsiness. Terse 224th is a nenrooB . . . expreaAre-^Tho heaii 
convulsive angoii^ breaks.* The descrijytion of the captive wretch 
when he arrives in the West Indies is carried on with equal spirit. 
The thought that the oppressor's sorrow on seeing the slave pine^ is 
Kke ^e butcher's regret when his destined latob diet a natiural 
death, is exceedingly fine. 

I am got 80 much ibto the cant of criticism, that I begin to be 
afhdd lest I have nothing except the cant of it ; and instead of 
elucidating my author, am only benigh^g mjrself^ For this rea- 
son, I will not pretend to go through the whole poem. Smne few 
remaining beautiful lines, howev^, I cannot pass over. Verse 
.280th is the strongest description of selfishness I ever saw. The 
comparison in verses ^88th and 286th is new and fine ; and the line^ 
* Your arms to penury you lend,' is excellent. 

In verse 317th, '^like' should certainly be *as' or *goj' for 
instance — 

HiB sway the hardened boeom leads 
*to cruelty's remoTHelesB deeds t 
As (Or, bo) the blue lightning when it springs 
With ftiry on its UySd wings. 
Darts on the goal with rspid force. 
Nor heedsthat ruin marks its oourse. 

If you insert the word *like' where X have placed *as* you must 
alter * darts ' to ' darting,' and ' heeds ' to < heeding/ in order to make 
it grammar. A tempest is a favourite subject with the poets, but 
I do not remember anything, even in Thomson's Winter, superior 
to your verses from the 347th to the 351st. Indeed, the last simile, 
beginning with ' Fancy may dress,' &c. and ending with the 350th 
verse, is, in my opinion, the most beautiful passage in the poem; 
it would do honour to the greatest names that ever graced our 
profession. 

I will not beg your pardon, madam, for these strictures, as my 
conscience tells me that for oiice in my life I have acted up to the 
duties of a Christian, in doing as I would be done by. 

I had lately the honour of a letter from Dr Moore, where he tells 
me that he has sent me some books; they are not yet come to hand, 
but I hear they are on the way. 

Wishing you all success in your progress in the path of fame, and 
that you may equally escape the danger of stumbling through 
incautious 8peed« or losing ground through loitering neglect. I 
am, &c ' B. B. 

To the above letter the fdlowing is Miss Williams's answer:— 

1th AuguHV!9d. 
Dear Sib — ^I do not lose a moment in returning ypu my sincere 
acknowledgments for your letter, and your eriticism on my poem, 
which is a very flattering proof that you have read it with attenUon. 
I think ypnr objections are perfectly just^ except in one instaiioe. 
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You have indeed been very profuse of panegyrie on my littib 
performance. A mueh less portion of appla^use from ^u would ha,i>e 
been gratifying to me, since I think its value depemls entirely upon 
^e source from whence it proceeds — ^the incense of praise, like other 
incense, is more grateful from the quality than the quantity of the 
odour. 

I hope you still cultivate the pleasures of poetry, which are 
precious even independent of the rewards of fame. Perhaps the 
most valuable property of poetry is its power of disengaging the 
mind from -virorldly cares, and leading the imagination* to the richest 
springs of intellectual enjoyment; since, however frequently Jife 
may be chequered with gloomy scenes, those who truly love the 
Muse can always find one little path adeemed with flowers and 
cheered by sunshine. 



TO MR JOHN LOQAN.l 

Ellisland, mar Dun^flriet, 1th Aug, 1788. 
Dbab Sni— I intended to have written you long ere now, and as I 
tc^d you I had gotten three stanzas and a half on my way in a poetie 
epistle to you; but that old enemy of all good toorki, the devil, 
threw me into a prosaic mire, and for the soul of me I cannot get 
out of it. I dare not write you a long letter, as I am going to intrude 
on your time with a long ballad. I have, as you will shortly see, 
finished * The Kirk's Alarm;' but, now that it is done, and that I 
have laughed once or twice at the conceits in some of the stanzas, I 
am determined not to let it get into the public ; so I send you this 
copy, the first that I have sent to Ayrshire, except some few of the 
stanzas which I wrote off in embryo for Gavin Hamilton, under the 
express provision and request that you will only read it to a few of 
us, and do not on any account give or permit to be taken any copy 
of the ballad. If I could be of any service to Dr M'Gill I would do 
it, though it should be at a much greater expense than irritating a 
few bigoted priests; but I am s^id serving him in his present 
embarraa is a task too hard for me. I have enemies enow, God 
knows, though I do not wantonly add to the number. Still, as I 
think there is some merit in two or three of the thoughts, I send it 
to you as a small, but sincere testimony how much, and with what 
respectful esteem, I am, dear sir, your obliged humble servant, 

R. B. 

The poem alluded to in this letter was a satire evoked by an 
ecclesiastical case in which Bums^s heterodox tendencies and 
personal friendships were deeply interested. Dr William M^Gill, 
one of the *two ministers conjoined in the parochial charge of 

1 Of KnoclfriitnTioeh, in Glen Alton, Ayrshire. 
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Ayr, had published in 1786, A Practical Ess^ on tke Dttdh of 
Jemu Christ, in Ttoo Parts; containing , 1, the History , 2, the Doctrine 
of his Deadh, which was supped to inculcate principles of both 
Arian and Socinian character, and provoked many severe censures 
from the more rigid party of the church. M*Gill remained silent 
under the attacks of his opponents, till Dr William Peebles of 
Newton-upon-Ayr, a neighbour, and hitherto a friend, in preaching 
a centenary sermon on the Revolution, November 5, 1788, de- 
nounced the essay as heretical, and the author as one who * with 
one hsokd refjeived the privileges of the church, while with the 
other he was endeavouring to plunge the keenest poniard into her 
heart.' M'Gill published a defence, which led, in April 1789, to 
the introduction of the case into tlie preabyterial court of Ayr, 
and subsequently into that of the synod of Glasgow and Ayr. 
Meanwhile, the public out of doors was agitating the question 
with the keenest interest, and the strife of the lib^al and zealous 
parties in the church had reached a painful extreme. It was now 
that Bums took up the pen in behalf of M'Gill, whom he looked 
on as a worthy and enlightened person suffering an unworthy 
persecution. 

THB kirk's alarm. 

Orthodox, orthodox, 

Wha believe in John Knox, 
Let me sound an alarm to your conscience; 

There 's a heretic blast 

Has been blawn in the wast, 
That what is not sense must be nonsense. 

Dr Mac,» Dr Mac, 

Tou should stretch on a rack, 
To strike evil doers wP terror; 

To join faith and sense 

Upon any pretence 
Is heretic, damnable error. 

1 Dr M*Oin. The essay pubUshed by this reverend gentleman is described bj 
one of his surviving friends as a work of considerable abOity. He was a Socinian in 
principle, though not a disciple of Socinus, none at whose works he had ever read. 
In his personal and domestic character he was a strange mixture of simplicity and 
stoicism. He seldom smiled, but often set the table in a roar by his quaint 
remarks. He was inflexibly r^iilar in the distribution of his time : he studied lo 
much every day, and took his walk at the same hour in all kinds of w^Miher. He 
played at golf a whole twelvemonth without the omission of a single week-day, 
except the three on which there are religious services at the time of the communion. 
His views of many of the dispensations of Providence were widely difbr^t from 
those of the bulk of society. A friend told him of an old clergyman, an early com" 
panion of his own, who, having entered the pulpit in his eanonicals, and being 
about to commence service, fell back and expired in a moment. Dr M'GiU claimed 
his hands together, and said: * That was very dctirable; he lived all the dayt of his 
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Town of Ayt, town of Ayr,i 

It was mad, I deoUre, 
To meddle w^ misohief a-brewiBg; 

ProTOfit John^ is stUl deaf 

To the dmrch*8 relief 
And orator Bob^ is its min. 

D'rymple mild,^ D'rymple nuld. 

Though your heart's like a child. 
And your life like the new-driven snaw ; 

1 et that winna save ye, 

Auld Satan must have je. 
For preaching that three's ane and twa. 

Rumble John,^ Rumble John, 

Mount the steps wi* a groan, 
Cijf the book is wi' heresy crammed; 

Then lug out your ladle, 

Deal brimstone like adle. 
And roar every note of the daomed. 

life.' The m<ming after a domestio calamity of the meet baxrowing kind, thm 
reverend doctOT, to the surprise of his flook, , ofllelated in church with his usual 
serenity. He conyersed on self-murder with the coolness of a Roman philosopher. 
One day, when he was in his study examining a huge folio, with his bade to the 
door, and («ly the writer of these notes in his presence, a stranger suddenly walked 
in— a singular being named Macrae, who had written a translation of ttte Bible, 
and now wandered through the countiy as an intoiiroter of dreams. Without 
preface or introduction the intruder exclaimed : * Dr M'Gill, I*m a phenomenon I ' 
llie doctor looked round, and the expression of the coimtenances of the two 
miginals would have fermed a subject for the pencil of Hogarth. 

1 When Dr M*€NU'b case first came before the synod, the magistrates of Ayr 
published an advertisement in the newspapers, bearing a wann testimony to the 
excellence of the defender's charadsr, and their appreciation of his services as a 
pastor. 

> John Ballantyne, Esq., banker, provost of Ayr, the prime mover, probably. In 
the testimony in fevour of Dr M'Gill— the same individual to whom the Jhea Brig$ 
Is dedicated. There could not have been a nobler instance of true benevolence and 
manly w(»th than that furnished by Provost Ballantyne. His hospitable mansion 
was known far and wide, and be was the fHend of every liberal measure. At an 
deotion for the Ayr district of burghs, the delegate for Cami»beltown being detained 
by stormy weather, the Ayr electors, who had the casting vote, were dispoaed to 
nominate their provost ; but Mr Ballantyne disdained taking advantage of an 
aoddrait, and caused the vote to be given fur the person whom the Campbeltown 
delegate was known to fevour. 

s Mr Robert Aiken, writer in Ayr, to whom the CUter^i Sahirdap i\%M ]• 
Inscribed. Be exerted his powerfkU oratorical talents as ageol fer M*Qill in the 
presybtery and qmod. 

* The Rer. Dr William Dalrymple, senior minister of the collegiate charge of 
Ayr— ft man of extraordinary benevolence and worth. It- is rdated that, (me diqr 
meeting an almost naked b^igar in the country, he took offhis coat and waistcoat, 
gave the latter to the poor man, then put on his ooat, buttoned ft up, and walked 
home. He died in 1814, after having fulfilled his duties for sixty^ht years. If 
we are to believe the peet, his vlows respecting the Trinity had not been ttrietlj 
or^iodox. 

The Rev. John Rqse^^ oelelirated in the Bolj/ Fair* <> 
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Simper JBXaeBf^ Sittiper James, 

Leave the fair KMie daonee, 
There's a holier ehtoe ia your view ; 

111 li^ OB ytfOT head) 

That the pack ye '11 soon lead, 
For puppies like yon there's but few. 

Singet Sawney,* Singfet Sawney, :^ 

Are ye hnirding the penny, 
Unconscious what evils await ; 

Wi' a jmnp, yell, and howl, 

Alarm every soul. 
For the foul thief is just at your gate. 

Daddy Anld,3 Daddy Anld, 

There's a tod in the fauld, i^x 

A tod meikle waur than the clerk ;^ 

Though ye downa do skaith, caimok hatm 

Te'U be in at the death. 
And if ye canna bite, ye may bark. 

Davie Bluster,^ Davie Bluster, 

For a saint if ye master. 
The corps is no nice of recruits; 

Yet to worth let's be just, 

Boyal blood ye might boast. 
If the ass was the king of the brutes. 

Jamy Goose,^ Jamy Qoose, 

Ye lue made but toom roose, empty pntaa 

In hunting the wicked lieutenant; 

But tiie Doctor's your mark. 

For the L — d's haly ark. 
He haa cooper'd and cawt a wrong pin in't 

Poet Willie,7 Poet Willie, 
Gie the Doctor a volley, 

> The Rev. Jainee Maokhday. minister of Kilmarnock, the hero of the Ordinaiiatu 
^ s The Rev. Mr Alexander Moodie, of Riooarton, one of the heroes of the ISva 
Berdt. 

s The Rev. Bfr Auld, of Maachline. 

* The elerk was Mr Gavin Hamilton, whose defence against the chargpes 
preferred 1^ Mr Auld, as elsewhere stated, had occasioned much trouble to ttds 
clergyman. 

* Mr Grant, OohiUree. 
^ BCr Yoang, Gumnook. 

7 The Rev. Dr Peebles. He had excited some ridicule by a line in a poem on 
the Centenary of the Revolution t 

* And bound in Z9>ertjf*i endearing ihain,* 

The poetry of this gentleman is said to have been Indifferent 0f ikttsnipted ivH 
In private o<mver8ation with no better suocesn, 
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Wi* your « Liberty's Chain ' and yoor wU ; 

O'er Pegasui^ side 

Te ne'^ lud a stride, 
Ye bufc smelt, man, the place where he * 

Andro Qcuk,^ Andro Gonk, 

Te may slander the book. 
And the book not the waur, let me tell ye; 

Ye are rich, and look big^ 

But lay by hat and wif , 
And ye'll hae a ealf 's head o' sma' value. 

Barr Steenie,^ Barr Steenie, 

What mean ye — ^wha* mean ye! 
If yell meddle nae mair vri' the matter, 

Ye may hae some pretence 

To havms and sense^ 
Wi' people wha ken ye nae better. 

Irvine-side,3 Irvine-side, 

Wi* your tuikey-cock pride, 
Of manhood but sma' is your share; 

Ye've the figure, 'tis true, 

Even your &es will allow. 
And your friends they dare grant you nae mair. 

' Muirland Jock,^ Muirland Jock, 

Whom the L — d made a rock 
To crush Common Sense for her sins. 
If ill manners were wit, 
There's no mortal so fit 
To confound ^e poor Doctor at ance. 

Holy Will,« Holy Will, 
There was wit i' your skull, 

1 0r Andrew Mitchell, Monkton. Extreme love of money, and a atrange oonfti- 
Oxm of ideas, characterised this presbyter. In his prayer for the royal family, ho 
would express himself thus: 'Bless the King— his Mi^esty the Queen— her Mi^esty 
the Prince of Wales.* The word chemistry he pronounced in three diiBferent ways 
— hemistry, shemistry, and tchemistry— but never by any chance in the right way. 
Kotwithstanding the antipathy he could scarcely help feeling towards Bums, cno 
of the poetiB comic verses would make him laugh heartily, and confDis that, ' after 
all, he was a droll f^ow.' 

' Rev. Stephen Toung, Barr. 

* Rev. George Smith, Oalston. This gentleman is peaised as fHendly to Common 
Sense in the iTeJy Fair. The offence vrhich was taken at that ptaiae pvobaMy 
embittered the poet against him. 

* Rev. John Shepherd, Muirkirk. The statistical account of Muirkiik contributed 
by this gentleman to Sir John Sinclair's work, is above the average in intelUgenca 
and very agreeably written. He had, however, an unfortunate habit of saying rude 
things, which he mistook for wit, and thus laid himself open to Bums's satire. 

A Th9 elder, William Fisher, whom Burns had finrmerly scourged. 
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When ye pilfered tlie alms o' the poor ; 

The tunmer is scant. 

When ye 're ta'en for a saunt, 
Wha should swing in a rape for an hour. 

Calvin's sons, Calvin's Sims, 

Seize your spii'iual guns, 
Ammunition you never can need ; 

Tour hearts are the stuff. 

Will be powther enough, 
And your skulls are storehouses o' lead. 

Poet Bums, Poet Bums, 
Wi* your priest-skelping turns. 
Why desert ye your auld native shbre! 
Though your Muse is a gipsy, 
9 Yet were she e'en tipsy, 

She could <!a* us nae waur than we are.^ 
# 
It may be added that the war raged, till, m April 1790, the 
case came on for trial before the synod, when MKjtill stq^d 
farther procedure by giving in a document expressive of his deep 
regret for the disquiet he bad occasioned, expkdningthe challei^;ed 
passages of his book, and declaring his adherence to the standards 
of the church on the points of doctrine in question.^ 

Bums seems not to have entered upon his new house at EUis- 
land till the year 1789 was somewhat advanced, for he addressed 
letters to his brother William in March, dating from the Isle. 
Elizabeth Smith remembers the removal from that narrow tene 
ment to the better accommodations of Ellisland, though she cannot 
be precise about the time. Burps came to her, and with a sli^t 
smile on his fi&ce desired her to take the family Bible and a bowl 
of salt, and placing the one upon the other, carry them to the new 

1 In the present version of this poem advantage is taken of a few various readings 
from a copy published by Allan Cunningham, in which there is a curious repetition 
of the last line of each verse, along with the name of the party addressed. A 
specimen of this arrangement is given in the following additional itanat, ikram 
Allan's copy >~ 

Aiton's laird, Afton's laird, 
When your pai can he spared, 
A copy of this I bequeath 
On the same sicker score. 

As I mentioned before, , 

To that trusty auld worthy, Olaokleith, 

Afton's laird; 
To that trusty auld worthy, Clackleith. 

1>r M^Oin died March 30, 1807, at the age of seventy-six, and in the forty-slxfth 
year <A his ministry. The account of the controversy here given is abridged from 
Murray » UUraxy HiHoty of QaUoway, The notes on the elergymen are fhun a 
living member of their profession (1801), who officiated in Ayrshire at a time BOl 
long subsequent to the period of the poem. 
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hous^y and walk into it before any other person. This was th« 
oId./M( appropriate to the Uking possession of a new honse, the 
object being to secnre good -luck for all who should tqaiant it. 
The poet, 'Ske a man of imagination, delighted in such ancient 
observances, albeit his understanding on a rigid tasking would have 
demed their conclusions. He himself, with his^wife on his arm, 
followed little Betty, the Bible and salt, and so entered upon the 
possesion of what was comparatively to him the Great Babylon 
which he had built. 

On the 18th of August his spouse brought him tai infant, whom 
he named Fnmcis Wallace, in honour of Mrs Dunlop. Seeing 
his &mily thus extending, and perhaps not greatly in heart about 
the second yearns crop of his farm, he about this time applied to 
Mr Graham of Fintry to be nominated Excise-officer of the rural 
district in which he lived, ^e took this step entirely as a 
prudential one, calculating on being a gainer by it to an extent 
not much less than forty pounds a year, which he thought a most 
desirable addition to the profits of his farm. Aooor^g to Allaa 
Cnnrnngham, who had o{^>ortumtie8 of being well informed about 
ihQ Ellisland period of Bums's life, he Gontemplated devoting his 
£u3n duefiy to the business of the dairy. His sisters were skilled 
in this bnmch of rural economy, and had imparted their know- 
ledge as far as possible to Mrs Bums. He thought that, vdiile 
Jean, with the assistance of some of her west-country sisterhood, 
managed the cows and their produce, he himself might go on 
with ^e Excise business, and still have a sufficiency of time for 
i^e reduced duties connected with Ellisland which were then left 
■to hunself. Thus both ways money would be coming in. It was 
a good and plausible plan ; but, as Mr Cunningham observes — 

* The I>esb-]aid aehemes o' Bike and men 
Gang aft ac^,' 

The poet, however, deserves credit for his good intention, and for 
the castigation of spirit to which he must have submitted on the 
occasion. 

* Searching auld wivei^ baxrels, 

Och, hon! the day! 
Shab clarty barm should stain my laurels; cBHy yeait 

But— what 'U ye say ! 
These movin' things ca'd wives and weans, chfldten 
Wad move the very hearts o' stanes ! ' 

So he had extemporaneously sung on getting his {^ointment* 
The verse shews the motive, and does the poet honour. 

We have seen that Bums sent his protest against Mr Kirk- 
patrick^s revolution-sermon to tiie editor of the Star^ a liOndoa 
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eyening paper. Hb had more recently tranidmitted to the same 
quarter Delias an Ode^ and now he appears to haye proposed 
to the editor something like a regular correspondence. Dr 
Cnrrie preserved some degree of mystery regarding both the 
paper and the editor; and it was not without considerable 
difficulty that the present biographer obtained light respecting 
both. As already mentioned, the editor was Mr Peter Stuart, 
long after known by his connection in succession with the Mommg 
Post and the Orade. In the Anti-Gallican position then assumed 
by this gentleman, we may discern one sufficient reason for the 
suppressioa of his name by Currie. His letter is valuable for the 
tesUmony it bears to the fascinating social character of the lamented 
Robert Fergusson, who had be«a a schoolfellow and companion of 
his elder brother Charles, now a dramatic writer of some tempor- 
ary fame. Mr Daniel Stuart, a younger brother, and the most 
notable man of the three, was the employer of Mr Coleridge in 
the Morning Post, and a most generous friend towards that 
eaLtcac»rdinary pelrson during many subsequent years. 

[to MB ROBERT BURNS.] 

Mt dear Sir— Excuse me when I say, that the uncommon 
abifities which you ponsess must render your correspondence very 
acceptable to any one. I can assure you I un particularly proud of 
your partiality, and shall endeavour, by every method in my power, 
to merit a continuance of your politeness. * * 

When you can spare a few moments, I should be proud of a letter 
from you, directed for me, Gerard Street, Soho. * * 

I cannot express my happiness sufficiently at the instance of your 
attachment to my late inestimaUe fnend. Bob Fergusson,! who was 
particularly intimate with mys^ and relations. While I recollect 
with pleasure his extraordinary talents and many amiable qualities, 
it affords me the greatest eonsolatioii that I am honoured with ^he 
correspondence of his successor in natural nmplicity and genius. 
That Mr Bums has refined in the art of poetry, must readily be 
admitted; but notwithstanding many favourable rejuresentations, I 
amyet to learn that he inherits his convivial powers. 

lliere was such a richness of conversation, such a i^enitude of 
Itmcy and attraction in him, that when I isbXL the happy period 
of our intercourse to my memcny, I fbel myself in a state of 
delirinnh I was then younger tiuia ho by eight or ten years, but 
his manner was so felicitous, that he enraptured every person 
around him, and infused into the hearts of the young and old the 
spirit and animation which operated on hir own mind— I am, dear 
sir, yours, &o. 

1 The erection of a moBuinent to him. 
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TO IIR [peter STUART.] 

ISepUniber] 1799. 

My dear Sir— The hnny of .a farmer in this particular season^ 
and the indolence of a poet at all times and seasons, will, I hope^ 
plead my excuse for neglecting so long to answer your obliging letter 
of the 5th of August. 

That you have done well in quitting your laborious concern in 
* * I do not doubt; the weighty reasons you mention were, I 
hope very, and deservedly indeed, weighty ones, and your health is 
a matter of the last importance ; but whether the remaining* pro- 
prietors of the pi^er have also done well, is what I much doubt. 
The [Star]j so far as I was a reader, exhibited such a brilliancy of 
point, such an elegance of paragraph, and such a variety of intelli- 
gence, that I can hardly conceive it possible to contiiiue a daily 
paper in the same degree of excellence : but if there was a man who 
had abilities equal to the task, that man's assistance the proprietors 
have lost. 

When I received your letter, I was transcribing for [the Star] my 
letter to the magistrates of the Oanongate, Edinburgh, begging their 
permission to place a tombstone over poor Fergusson, and their edict 

in consequence of my petition ; but now I shall send them to - 

Poor Fei^ssonl If there be a life beyond the grave, which I trust 
there is; and if there be a good God presiding over all nature, 
which I am sure there is*— thou art now enjoying existence in a 
glorious world, where worth of the heart alone is distinction in the 
man; where riches, deprived of all their pleasure -purchasing 
powers, return to their native sordid matter; where titles and 
honours are the disregarded reveries of an idle dream; andwhei^ 
that heavy virtue, which is the negative consequence of steady 
dulness, and those thoughtless, though often destactive follies, which 
are the unavoidable aberrations of frail human nature, will be 
thrown into equal oblivion as if they had never been ! 

Adieu, my dear sir I So soon as your present views and schemes 
are concentred in an aim, I shall be glad to hear from yOu, as 
your welfieure and happiness is by no means a subject indifferent to^ 
yourcf, B. B. 



TO UBS DUNLOP. 



Ellisland, eth Sept 1789. 

.Bear Madam — ^Ihave mentioned in my last my appointment to 
the Excise, and the birth of little Frank; who, by the by, I trust will 
be no discredit to the honous^ble name of Wallace, as he has a fine 
manly countenance, and a figure that might do credit to a little 
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fellow two months older ; and likewise an excell^it good temper, 
though when he pleases he has a pipe, only not quite so loud as (he 
horn that his immortal namesake blew as a signal to take out the 
pin of Stirling bridge.^ 

I had some time ago an epistle, part poetic and part prosaic, from 
your poetess, Mrs J. Little, a very itfg^ous hut modest composition. 
I should have written her as she requested, but for the hurry of this 
new business. I have heard of her and her ccmipositions in this 
country, and, I am happy to add, always to the honour of her character. 
The fact is, I know n«t well how to write to her — I should sit down 
to a sheet of paper that I knew not how to stain. I am no dab at 
fine-drawn letter-writing ; and, except when prompted by friendship 
or gratitude, or, which happens extremely rarely, inspired by the 
Muse (I know not her name) that presides over epistolary writings 
I sit down, when necessitated to write^ as I would sit down to 
beat hemp. 

Some parts of your letter of the 20th August struck me with the 
most melancholy concern for the state of your mind at present 

Would I could write you a letter of comfort, I would sit down to 
it with as much {Measure as I would to write an epic poem of my own 
composition, that should equal the Iliad. Beligion, my dear friend, 
is the true comfort I A strong persuasion in a future state of exist- 
ence; a proposition so obviously probable, that, setting revelation 
aside, every nation and people, so &r as investigation has reached, 
for at least near four thousand years, have, in some mode or other, 
firmly believed it. In vain woidd we reason and pretend to doubt. 
I have myself done so to a very daring pitch; but when I refiected 
that I was opposij^ the most ardent wishes, and the most darliuF 
hopes of good menfand flying in the face of all human belief in aS 
ages^ I was shocked at my own conduct. 

I know not whether I have ever sent you the following lines, or if 
you have ever seen them ; but it is one of my favourite quotations^ 
which I keep constantly by me in my progress through Ufe, in tho 
language of the book of Job, 

. Against £ho day of Imfctle and df war. 

Spoken of religion : 

* TiB e^ir/my friend, that streaks our morning bri^t, 
lis this that gilds tho honor of our night 
When wealth ft»sa3ces us, and n^en friends are few ; 
Whan friends are faithlffiw, or when foes pursue ; 



1 < Frae J(9 the horn he hinted and couth blaw 
8ae asprely, and warned gude John Wright : 
The rowu* out he strake with great sleight ; 
The lave gaed down, when the pin out gaee. 
A hideous cry amang the people raise ; 
Baith horse and men into the water fell,' he 

-The W^lau,bcokyriLUmll1§i 
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*Tb this that wards flie btow, or BUDS tiu smart, 
DiMms aliiictioii, or repelB hia daii ; 
Within the breast bids pnieflt raptorai rise, 
Bida pmiiing oooMoesioe ^cead her doodleas aides.* 

I hare been haaj wiih Zdmeo, The doetor is so oUiging as to 
Teqaeet my i^inion of it; and I havo been revolving in my mind 
Bopie kind of criticisme <m novel-wriling, but it is a d^Ui beyond my 
research. I shaU, however, digest my thooghts on the subject as weU 
as I can. Zduoo is a most sterling peifonnance. 

Farewelll A DieUflebonlHetttjevotu eov^nendet 

We have to tarn from this serious letter to two oi ihe merriest 
affisurs in which we have any record of Bmtis being concerned. 
The first was that which gave rise to his well -known song of 
WilUe brewed a Peck d* Maut, Bums's note upon that ditty gives 
its history^ * This air is [Allan] Masterton^s; the song mine. Th^ 
oceanon of it was this : Mr William Nicol, of the High School, 
Edinburgh, during the autumn vacation being at Moffiit, honest 
Allan — ^who was at that time on a visit to Dabwinton — and I went 
to pay Nicol a vint. We had such a joyous meeting, that Mr 
Masterton and I agreed, each in our own way, that we itodd 
celebrate the business.* 

WILLIE BREWED A FECK O' lllXJT. 

O Willie brewed a peck o* mant| 

And Rob and Allan cam to pree : tasto . 

Three blither hearts that lee-lang night 
Ye wad na find in Christendie. w 
We are na fou', we're nae that fou'. 

But just a drappie in our ee ; 
The cock may craw, the day may daw. 
And aye we'll taste the barley bree. 

Here are we met, three meny b<^8, 

Three merry boys^ I trow, are we ; 
And mony a night we 've merry been. 

And mony mae we hope to be I 

It is the moon^ I ken her horuy 

That's blinkin' in the lift sae hie ; 
She shines sae bright to wile us hame, 

But^ by my 800&, she'll wait a wee I 

Wha first shall rise to gang awa', 

A cuckold, tjoward loon is he ! 
Wha last beside his chair shall fa',^ 

He is the king amang us three I 

1 In Johnson's Hnseam— 

< Wha first beside his chair shaU fit*. 
BvUontly a mistake. 
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The date of this song is ascertained to be not later than thf 
16th October 1789, because in a letter of Bums of that date {see 
onxjoard), he quotes two verses of it. As the vacation of the 
High School at that time extended from about the Idth August 
to the 25th of September, the date of the song may be ascertained 
as within that period of the year. A doubt, however, has arisen 
regarding the locality. Dr Currie stated that the meeting * took 
place at Laggan, a farm purchased by Mr Nicol in Nithsdale, on 
the recommendation of Bums.^ Allan Ounnifigham adopts this 
statement, gives Dunscore as the parochial situation of Laggan, 
and adds : ^ It [the song] was composed to commemorate the 
house-healing^ as entering upon possession of a new house is called 
in Scotland. William Nicol made the browst strong and nappy ; 
and Allan Masterton, then on a visit at Dalswinton, crossed the 
NUhy and with the poet and his celebrated punch-bowl reached 

« A wee before the sun gaed down.** 

The sun, however, rose on ^eir carousal^ if the tradition of the 
land may be trusted.' 

It is true that Nicol purchased a small estate called Laggan, not 
in the parish of Dunscore, which was Bums's parish, but in the 
adjacent one of Glencaim, and about a mile and a half from 
Maxwelton House. But there is good evidence that he did not 
do so till the year following the composition of the song. We are 
furnished with a'^note of *a disposition by William Riddell of 
Commieston, W. S., to William Nicol, one of the masters of 
the High School, Edinburgh, of the lands of Meikle and Little 
Laggan, lying in the barony of Snaid, parish of Glencaim, 
and shire of Dumfries, dated 26 March 1790, and registered 
in the bi^oks of council and 'session, 2 April 1790.^^ It might 
be supposed possible that Nicol bad obtained possessicm of 
his property before the date of the disposition, perhaps at 
the exchai^ing of missives of agreement, and that thus there 
might be a home-heating at Laggan in autumn 1789* But in a 
letter of Burns to Nicol, February 9, 1790 {see onward)^ there 
occurs the followmg passage : — * I hope Ned [Nicol's son] is a 
good sdiolar, and will come out to gather nuts with me next 

1 In an adTWiiienient amioiHidng the intended sola of parts of the estata 
of Maxweltm, wfalph appears in an Edinburgh newspaper of Slst November 
1786, * Lot yn.' is compose! of the lands of Craiglyrian, about 790 acres, whereof 
17 are arable, and * the lands of Meikle and Little Lagans, consisting of about 
884 acres, whereof 09 are arable and 9 meadow -ground ; the remainder is good 
pasture -land^ and there is some wood upon these lands.' It is stated that tha 
lands of this lot are let together under a current lease till 1797> at the annual i«nt 
of £121, 18s. 

I have been faift>rmed that Nitel pidd abont £1500 for the Laggans* 

in. 
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hardest.* Bums would assuredly not have written preetsefy* 
in this manner, if Nicol had by that time acquired a country 
residence for himself and his family within four or five miles of 
Ellisland, and as well provided with nuts as Ellisland itself. 
We therefore conclude that Buras^s note upon the song 
is to be accepted as intimating Mofi&t as the scene of the 
meeting, and that the statements of Currie and Cunningham 
are mistakes. 

A correspondent informs me that NicoFs mansion at Laggan 
consisted merely oi a hut and a hen — ^that is, a cottage of two 
rooms. It may be admitted as far from unlikely, that Nicol and 
pums had many meetings there, resemhUng that celebrated in the 
song. The house is now in ruins, and passes by the name of 
NicoVs Wa's. There is a hazel-copse bshind the place, where 
our friend used to gather nuts in his schoolboy days ; so that 
most undoubtedly Ned was independent of the Ellislimd coppices 
at the vacation of 1790 and thereafter. 

Currie's note upon the song, written ten years after its composi- 
tion, concludes with a sentence which says all that a generous 
moralist would desire to be said on the ultra -merry meeting 
described by the bard. * These three honest fellows — all men of 
uncommon talents — are now aU under ike turf? 

The second afEair alluded to was one in which some of the 
Nitlisdale gentlemen of Bums's acquaintance were concerned. Our 
bard, in introducing the ballad composed on the occasion, gives 
the following traditional recital : — * In the train of Anne of 
Denmark, when she came to Scotland with our James VI., there 
came over also a Danish gentleman of gigantic stature and great 
prowess, and a matchless champion of Bacchus^ He had a little 
ebony whistle, which at the commencement of the orgies he laid 
on the table, and whoever was the last able to blow it, every- 
body else being disabled by the potency of the bottle, was to 
carry off the whistle as a trophy of victory. The Dane produced 
credentials of his victories, without a single defeat, at the courts 
of Copenhagen, Stockholm, Moscow, Warsaw, and several of the 
petty courts in Germany; and challenged the Scots Bacchanalians 
to the alternative of trying his prowess, or else of acknowledging 
their inferiority. After many overthrows on the pwrt of the Scots, 
the Dane was encountered by Sir Robert Lawrie of Maxweltori, 
ancestor of the present worthy baronet of that name ; who, after 
three days and three nights' hard contest, left the Scandinavian 
under the table, 

** And blew on ^e whistle his requiem shrill." 

Sir Walter, son to Sir Eobert before mentio^ed, afterwards lo0k 
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tbe wluBtla to Walter Riddel of Glenriddel, who had married a 
Bister of Sir Walter V 1 

The whistle being now in the possession of Captain Hiddel, 
Bums's neighbour at Friars' Carse, it was resolved that he should 
submit it to an amicable contest, involving, besides himself, two 
other descendants of the conqueror of the Scandinavian — namely, 
Mr Fergusson of Craigdarrocn, and Sir Robert Lawrie of 
Maxwelton, then M.P. for Dumfriesshire. The meeting was to 
take place at Friars' Carse on Friday the 16th of October, and 
Bams was invited to be present. The historical associations con- 
nected with the whistle would have been sure to excite an interest 
in the bosom of the poet : so magnificent a frolic captivated his 
imagination. We have the expression of this latter feeling in 
a letter which he addressed that day on a trivial piece of 
business — 



. TO CAPTAIN RIDDEL^ CARSE. 

Ellislakd, im Oct 1789.' 
Sir — ^Big with the idea of this important day at Fxiara^ Canie^ I 
have watched the elements and skies in/ the full persuasion that they 
would announce it to the astonished world by some phenomena of 
terrific portent. Yesternight until a very late hour did I wait with 
anxious horror for the appearance of some comet firing half the sky ; 
or atrial armies of sanguinary Scandinavians darting athwart the 

1 ' There are some odd blunders in the legend of the Whistle, wliich a pedigree of 
Che Bfaxweiton &mily in my possession enables me to mention. There was no Sir 
Robert Lawrie of Maxwelton prior to or dnrii]^ the reign of Jame« VI. Stephen, 
the Uiird son of John Lawrie, the first of the fEunfly on record, and an inhabitant 
of Dumfries, purchased the lands of Maxwelton from the Earl of Glenoaim in 
1614. He was succeeded by his aon John, who died in the year 1649 ; and his son 
and heir, Robert, was created a baronet on the S7th March 1685. By his second 
wife, Jean Riddel, daughter of the Laird of Minto, he had three sons and four ^ 
dau^^ters, of whom Catherine was married to Walter Riddel of Olenriddel, and ' 
Anne to Alexander Fergusson of Craigdarroch. His son Robert was killed, when 
a lad, by a Call from his horse in 1703. So the story of Queen Anne's drunlcen 
Dane may be regarded as a groundless fable, imless such a person came over in the 
train of Prince George of Denmark, the husband of our last Queen Anne, which 
is not very probable.*— C%arfe« K. Sharpe, in 2d edition of Johnson's Musical Museum 
<1839), iv. 382. It is evidently, nevertheless, to the first baronet that the legend 
recorded by Boms refers, as his second successor was a son, Sir Walter, a contem- 
Iforary of Walter Riddel of Glenriddel. The story had probably some such founda- 
tion as that described, though incorrectly stated as to time. 

« Bums, in his notes on Scottish song, gives ♦ Friday, leth October 17«),* as the 
date of the Whistle-contest. It is certainly a mistake as to the year. It will be 
admitted tltat he is less likely to have made a mistake in the date of a letter, 
than in a statement written at the distance of a few years. Besides, his date 
* Friday, 16th October 1790,' carries error on its own feoe, for the 16tii of October 
1790 was not a Friday, though the 16th of October 1789 was. There exists a letter 
of Robert Ainslie to Mrs M*Lehose, dated Dumfries, 18th October 1790, in whidi 
he fidls of having been for severaA days with Bums at EllialaQd, but says nothing 
of a whistl6>ooatest (« the 16th. 
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Startled hearens, rapid &• the ragged Ugfattiiiig^ and horrid tm ' 
convnlsioiis of nature tiiat bury nations. 

The elements, however, seem to take tiie matter very qtuetly: 
they did not even usher in this morning with triple suns and a 
Slower of Uood, symbolical j>f the three potent heroes, and the 
mighty daret-shed of the day. For me, as Thomson in his Wwter 
•ays of the storm— X shall < Hear astonished, and astonished sing.' 

The whistle and the man I sing, 
The man tiiat won the whisUe^ ke. 

Here are we met, three merry boys. 
Three merry boys, I trow, are we; 

And mony a night we've merry been, 
And mony moe wo hope to be ! 

Wha first shall rise to gang awa', 

A cuckold, coward loon is he : 
Wha last beside his chair shall fa', 

He is the king amang us three. 

To leave the heights of Parnassus, and come to the humble vale of 
prose. I have some misgiving^ that I take too much upon me, when 
I request yon to get your gUMt, Sir Bobert Lawrie, to frank the two 
endosed covers for me ; Sie one of them to Sir William Cunning- 
ham of Bobertland, Bart at Kilmarnock — the other, to Mr Alk^ 
Masterton, writing-master, Edinburgh. The first has a kindred 
claim on Sir Bobert, as being a brother baronet, and likewise a keen 
Foxite ; the other is one of the worthiest men in (he world, and a 
man of real genius ; so, allow me to say, he has a fraternal claim on 
you. I wants' them franked for to-morrow, as I cannot get them 
to the post to-night I shall send a servant again for them in the 
evening. Wish^g that your head may be crowned with laurels 
to-night, and free from aches to-morrow, I have the honour to be, 
sir, your deeply indebted, humble servant^ B. p. 



THE WHISTLE. 

I sing of a whistle, a whistle of worth, 

I sinff of a whistle, the pride of the North, 

Was Drought to the court of our good Scottish king^ 

And long with this whistle all S<x»tland shall ring. 

Old Loda,^ still rueing the arm of Fingal, 
The god of the bottle sends down from his haU— 
* This whistle's your challenge— to Scotland get o'w^ 
And drink them to hell, sir t or ne'er see me morel* 

1 See Ossian's Cario4huia.— fi. 
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OM poeto have flimg, and old duronioleg telli 
What champions Tentured, what champions fell; 
The son of great Loda was conqueror still, 
And blew on the whistle his requiem shrilL 

Till Robert, the lord of the Cum and the Skarr,^ 
Unmatched at the bottle, unconquered in war^ 
He drank his poor godsMp as deep as the sea- 
No tide of the Baltic e'er drunker than he. 

Thus Robert, victorious^ the trophy has gained. 
Which now in his house has for ages remained; 
Till three noble chieftains, and all of his blood* 
The jovial contest again have renewed. 

^Three joyous good fellows, with hearts dear of flaw : 
Craigdarroch, so famous for wit, worth, and law ; . 
And trusty Glenriddel, so skilled in old coins ; 
And gallai];^ Sir Robert, deep-read in old wines. 

Crugdarroch began, with a tongue smooth as oil. 
Desiring Qlenriddel to yield up the spoil ; 
Or else he would muster the heads of the clan, 
And once more, in claret, try which was the man. 

* By the gods of the ancients ! ' Glenriddel replies^ 
'Before I surrender so glorious a prize, 
I'll conjure the ghost of the great Rorie More,^ 
And bumper his horn with him twenty times o'er.* 

Sir Robert, a soldier, no speech would pretend, 
But he ne'er turned his back on his foe — or his fiiend, 
^ Said, Toss down the whistle, the prize of the field. 
And knee-deep in claret, he'd die, or he'd yield. 

To the board of Glenriddel our heroes r^»air, 

So noted for drowning of sorrow and care; 

But for wine and for welcome not more known to fame 

Than the sense, wit, and taste of a sweet lovely dame. 

A bard was selected to witness the fray. 
And ten future ages the feats of the day ; 
A bard who detested all sadness and s^een. 
And wished that Parnassus a vineyard had been. 

> Tlie Cairn, a stream ia Gkvoaim pariah, on wbiofa Maxwdton Iloiifle if 
situated ; the Skarr, a similar mountain-rill, in the parish of Penpont; both bslng 
alBnentsofthoNith. ^ 

* See Johnson's Tour to the Hebrides.->B. 
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The dinner being over, the claret they ply. 

And every new cork is a new spring of joy; 

In thiB bands of old' friendship and kindred so set, 

And the bands grew the tighter the more they were wet. 

Gay Pleasure ran riot as bumpers ran o'er ; 
Bright Phoebus ne*er witnessed so joyous a core, 
And vowed that to leave them he was quite forlorn, 
Till Cynthia hinted he*d see them next mom. 

Six bottles a piece had well wore out the night, 
When gallant Sir Robert, to finish the fight, 
Turned o'er in one bumper a bottle of red, 
And swore 'twas the way that their ancestor did. 

Then worthy Glenriddel, so cautious and sage. 
No longer the warfare, ungodly, would wage ; 
A high ruling-elder to wallow in wine \^ 
He left the foal business to folks less divine. ' 

The gallant Sir Bobcrt fought hard to the end ; 
But who can with fate and quart-bumpers contend! 
Though fate said — a hero shall perish in light ; 
So up rose bright Phcebus — and down fell the knight 

Next up rose our bard, like a prophet in drink : — 
^ Craigdarroch, thoult soar when creation shall sink ; 
But if thou would flourish immortal in rhyme. 
Come— one bottle more— and have at the sublime ! 

*Thy line, that have struggled for freedom with Bruce, 

Shall heroes and patriots ever produce : 

So thine be the laurel, and mine be the bay ; 

The field thou hast won, by yon bright god of day!' 

The whistle remained in the possession of the late Mr R. C; 
FerguBson of Craigdarroch, M.P. for the Stewartry of Kirkcud- 
bright, son of the victor. 

There is a point of dubiety in the history of this notable day, 
respecting Burns's presence at the contest. Professor Wilstm 
infers from the tenor of the poet's letter to Captain Eiddel, that 
he was not present.^ The eloquent professor is here endeavouring 
to defend Bums against those who ,argue, from such compositiona 
as The Whistle, that their author gloried in intemperance. But, 

. 1 An elder of the Scottish church Is called a ralbig-cldcr when sent to represent 
a burgh in the General AasemUy; Glenriddel represented the burgh of Pumfrics in 
several successive assemblies. 
' Bisay oik the Life and Genius of Bums. 
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while denying that Bttrns is to be held ad himself a wallower in 
wine because of his writing such poems, I frankly own my 
inability to believe that so highly dramatic a description of the 
Wliistle- contest could have been unfaithful to fact in so prominent 
a particular as the poet's presence. * A bard was sdected to 
witness the fray' is a phrase too directly indicative to be 
interpreted as a fiction even in a comic poem. It is, besides, 
scarcely true that the letter contains no hint of the poefs intended 
presence : in what other light are we to hold the sentence, * For 
me, as Thomson in his Winter says of the storm — " I shall hear 
astonished, and astonished sing?"' If confirmation of the 
bodily presence of the poet were wanting, it might be had in 
the testimony of a man still living, who was then a servant 
in Friars' Carse House. William Hunter, of Cockrune, in the 
parish of Closebum, reports that he has a perfect recollection 
of the whole tiflfair. * Bums,' he says, ' was present the whole 
evening. He was invited to attend tlje party, to see that the 
gentlemen drank fair, and to commemorate the day by writing a 
song. 

* I recollect well,' he adds, ' that when the ditmer was over. 
Bums quitted the table, and went to a table in the same room that 
was placed in a window that looked south-east: and there he 
sat down for the night. I placed before him a bottle of rum 
and another of brandy, which he did not finish, but left a good 
deal of each when he rose from the table after the gentlemen 

had g<»e to bed When the gentlemen were put to bed, 

Bums walked home without any assistance, not being the worse 
of drink. 

' When Bums was sitting at the table in the window, he had pen, 
ink, and paper, which I brought to him at his own request. He 
now and then wrote on the paper, and while the gentlemen were 
sober, he-tumed round often and chatted with them, but drank none 
of the claret which they were drinking. ... I heard him read 
aloud several parts of the poem, much to the amusement of the 
three gentlemen.' * 

The statement of Hunter as to the sobriety which Bums pre- 
served amidst the extreme potations of the night, is, after all, 
more valuable testimony to his character than the denial of his 
being jwesent at the banquet. The fact is. Bums was not, up to 
this time at least, liable to the reproach of any unusual 
degree of intemperance. He was of too social and mirth-loving 
a nature to refuse to join in occasional revelries, such as then too 
frequently occurred amongst gentlemen as well as commoners; 
but he liked these scenes rather in spite of, than from a love of, 
the drinking. All his old ElUsIand servants testify to the sobriety 
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of his Mfe ttoe. Elizabeth Smtth says that, in tiie trhole course 
of her half-yewr's servioe (1788-9), die never saw her master 
in the least affected by liquor, except once, and that was at the 
New Year. 

I have been informed by a relative of Sir Bobert Lawrie, that he 
never afterwards quite recovered from the effects of the extra- 
ordinary contest described by Bums, though he was able some 
years after to take an active part in the war of the French 
Bevdution, and survived till 1804. 

We have to contemplate the poet, not many days after this 
extravagant merry-making, in one of the most solemn and 
affecting passages of his life. The grave had closed over Mary 
Campbell, as ^ as our facts and arguments will allow us to 
assign a date, in the latter part T)f October 1786. Since then 
three years had elapsed — ^years of literary triumph unexampled, 
of' new and startling scenes, of passion, of pleasure, and of pain. 
The poet had in the interval married and settled in life, and 
taken up a new and laborious profession. Only a few days back,, 
he was expressing his sense of the importance of being a good 
husband and &ther, saying that there lay ' the true pathos and 
sublime of human life.* It might have been thought that by this 
time the scenes of wo and scenes of pleasure which passed a few 
years ago on the banks of the Ayr, would have faded much from 
memory and feeling. It was above all unlikely that, after the 
fascinating society of Charlotte Hamilton, Margaret Chalmers, 
and Clarinda, the ghost of any early rustic love i^ould rise to 
cross his path and darken his spirit. But no — ^the simple High- 
land girl who had trysted to meet him at Gteenock, where, 
instead of him, she found a grave, was like no other of the shades 
of the past. A day came at the end of harvest, when the date ot 
the death of Mary three years before was recalled to him. Accord*- 
ing to Mr Lockhfut, reporting the statement of Mrs Buiiis to her 
friend Mr M^Diarmid, * he spent that day, though labourmg under 
cold, in the usual work of the harvest, and apparently in excd- 
lent spirits. But as the twilight deepened, he appeared to grow 
<< very* sad about something,** and at length wandered out into the 
barnyard, to which his wife, in her anxiety, followed him, 
entreating him in vain to observe that frost had set in, and to 
return to the fireside. On being again and again requested to do 
so, he promised compliance; but still remidned whence he was, 
striding up and down slowly, and contemplatmg the sky, which 
was singularly clear and starry. At last Mrs Bums found him 
stretched on a mass of straw, with his eyes fixed on a beautiful 
planet " that shone like another moon," and prevailed on him to 
come in. He immediately, on entering the house, called for Im 
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desk, imd wrote exactly as they now stand, with aU the ease of 
one copying from memory, these sublime and pathetic Torses :**-* 

TO HART m HEA-YBN. 

!nion lingering star, with lessening ray, 

That lov'st to greet the early mom, 
Agam thou nsher'st in the day 

. My Mary from my soul was torn. 
O Mary I dear departed shade! 

Where is thy i^ace of blissful rest f 
See'st thou thy lover lowly laidt 

Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breast! 

That sacred hoar can I forget^ 

Can I forget tiie hallowwl grove> 
Where by the winding Ayr we met, 

To live one day of parting love ! 
Eternity will not efface 

Those records dear of transports past; 
Thy image at our last embrace, 

AhJ little thought we 'twas our last I 

Ayr, gurgling, kissed his pebbled shore, 

O'erhung with wild woods, thick'ning green; 
The fragrant birch, and hawthorn hoar. 

Twined am'rous round the raptured scene; 
The flowers sprang wanton to be prest, ^ 

The birds sang love on every spray — 
Till too, too soon, the glowing west 

Proclaimed the speed of wingM day. 

Still o'er these scenes my mem'ry wakes, 

And fondly broods with miser care! 
!nme but th' impression stronger makes. 

As streams tl^ir chamiels deeper wear. 
My IMbury ! dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy place of blissful rest! 
See'st thou thy lover lowly laid! 

Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breast! 

Two particulars are to be noted regarding Mr Lockhart's 
narrationr-^hat it assigns September as the date of the incident, 
and represents evexiing as the time ; whereas we have seen powerful 
reasons for placmg the death of Highland Mary in the latter 
part of October, and the poem itself seems to imply morning— 

* Thou lingering star, with lesini/ng ray, 

That loifa to greet the early mom, 
Acain thon iohet'st in the day^ 

HI. -«»" u _ . 
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As anytfakig contndictOEy o£ our theory of ihe October data 
tends to throw discredit on our whole arrangement of the fiuits of 
Bums^s life at a very important crisis,^ we must be excused for 
having taken what might otherwise a^[>ear too much pains to 
ascertain whether Mrs Bums's anecdote is rightly reh^ed as^to 
time, and whether probability does not pronounce in favour of 
October. We shidl at the same time shew that^ if we are to 
receive the anecdote at all, the morning must have been poetkaUy 
imagined as the time. 

In the first place, the harvest was late that year. We find in 
the Scottish newspapers of the time, that, in the middle of October, 
a great deal of grain was still ovi even in the favoured district 
around Falkirk ; while a letter from Sanquhar (Bums^s ne^hbour- 
hood), dated the 21st, states that ^ while much was ciit, very littU 
was yet got in, owing to the bad weather.' It appears that harvest 
was commenced by the 8th of September in som« districts, but 
was interrupted by rains, and was not concluded till near the end 
of the ensuing month. Consequently, the incident migM take place 
in the latter part of October, and tUU he connected vyUk harvest 
operatiom. The second portion of our evidence on the subject is 
from one of the exact sciences, and appears to us at once to settle 
the time of the day — ^the month — and almost the day of the month. 

It fully appears that the planet Venus is the one referred to by 
the poet, for the description applies only to it. Now Venus was 
^ in conjunction with the sun, May 30, 1789, and after that became 
visible as the ei^ermz^-^^ towards the end of the summer, reaching 
its ^eatest brilliancy in winter. It is therefore certain that the 
star which * loves to greet the early mom' did not at this time 
' usher in the day,' and consequently, so far as the time of day 
alluded to in the poem is concerned, a poetical liberty was taken 
with truth. On the 21st of September the sun set at six 
o'clock, and Venus forty -four minutes thereafter. The planet 
was consequently not to be seen at that time except faintly 
in the twilight. But on the 21st of October the sim set in the 
latitude of Ellisland at ^ 63™ and Venus l^* 3*» afterwards* 
Consequently, Venus would then have begun to assume a brilliant 
appearance during a short interval after sunset. On that day the 
moon wfis four days old, and within eight diameters of Venus.^ 
The planet would then of course be beginning to be dimmed by 
the mo(Hilight, and this effect would go on inereasiog till the 
moon had passed the full — ^that is, early in November. If^ then, 

1 See Volmne I., p. S46-S05, and p. 313-dlS. 

'I have to express my obligations to Professor Piazzi Smyth, of tlie Uniyersiiy 
of Edinbui^gh, for bis kind attention In furnishing me witli (befe astronomicM 
v'tioularB. 
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we are to set fUude tlie poMub^^ of a later month than October, 
and keeping in view the all but certainty that Mary was not 
burled till some time after the 12th of that month, it seems 
reasonable to oonclude that the barnyard musings of Bums took 
place between five and six o^clock of the eyening of some day about 
the 19th or 20th of October, and consequently a very short time 
after the merry-meeting for the whistle-contest at Friars* Carse. 

That a month later than October could have been the date of 
the incident will, I presume, scarcely be argued for. The moon 
was at the full ^m- Tuesday the 2d of November, and it could 
not be till after that day that the first hour of the night would be 
' starry,* with Venus in full blaze. By that time, as far as we 
can gather from the chronicles of the time, the harvest was 
past. Besides, Mrs Bums might easily mistake September for 
October, but scarcely for November, a month of such different 
associations. On this point the temperature of the time might 
throw some light, if we could be sure of the exact meaning to 
be attached to the phrase — * the frost had set in.* It oluuices 
that the temperature of October that year was unusually high, 
the average at ei^t o*clock in the evening m Edinburgh being 
45^** Fahrenheit. The EdMurgh Advertiser of 30th October speaks 
of apple-trees and bean-stalks renewing their blossoms in conse- 
quence of the extraordinary mildness. On the 19th of October, 
at eight o*olock in the evening, the thermometer indicated in 
Edinburgh 51° ; on the 20th, at the same hour, 59*" ; on the 2l8t, 51** 
again^ The only approach to frost was on the dOth and 31st, when, 
at eight in the evening, the thermometer was respectively at 33* 
and 37". After thii^ it rose to a more temperate point. Hence it 
becomes evident that literal frost did not then exist at any such 
period of the day. Probably MrsBums merely thought the evening 
was beginning to be comparatively chilly. If we can admit of this 
Gonstmction bemg put upon her words, I would be disposed to pitch 
upon the warmest evening of the little period within which we are 
confined — ^for unless the poet had been in a peculiarly excited state, 
so as to be insensible to external circumstances, which is obviously 
a different thing from being in a merely pensive state, we must 
suppose him as not likely to lie down in the open air after sunset, 
except under favour of some uncommon amount of * ethereal 
mildness.* Seeing, on the other hand, how positively inviting to 
such a procedure would be a temperature of 59*, I lesave the subject 
with scarcely a doubt that the composition of To Mary in Heaven 
took plaoe on Tuesday the 20th of October, and that this was 
consequently the date of the death of the heroine. 

Bums had written a letter about the late changes in his chrcum- 
•tances to his venerable friend Blacklock, and intrusted it to Bobert 
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Heron, a yotmg Beion of the church connected with the gooth- 
western district of Scotland, and who was now beginning to busy 
himself with literary speculations. Heron had proved a futhless 
messenger, and Blacklock addressed Bums as foUows : — 



TO WBL BOBSBT BURNS. 

Ei>iirBuitoa» Hth Aignd ITVl 
Dear Bxtrks, thou broker of my hearty 
Both for thy virtues and thy art ; 
If art it may be called in thee, 
Which nature's bounty large and firee 
With pleasure m thy Inreast difiuses^ 
And warms thy soul with all the Muses. 
Whether to laugh with easy grace^ 
Thy numbers move the sage's face, 
Or bid the softer passions rise, 
And ruthless souls with grief surprise;, 
*Tis nature's voice distinctly felt, 
Through thee, her organ, thus to melt. 

Most anxiously I wish to know. 
With thee of late how matters go : 
How keeps thy much-loved Jean her health ! 
What promises thy farm of wealth f 
- Whether the Muse persists to smile^ 
And all thy anxious cares beguile ! 
Whether bright fancy keeps alive ! 
And how thy darling infants thrive ! 

For me, with grief and sickness spent^ 
Since I my homeward journey bent, 
Spirits depressed no more I mourn. 
But vigour, life, and health return. 
No more to gloomy thoughts a prey, 
I sleep all night and live all day ; 
By turns my friend and book enjoy, 
Ajid thus my circling hours employ ; 
Happy while yet these hours remain, 
If Burns could join the cheerful tram. 
With wonted zeal, sincere and fervent, 
Salute once more his humble servant, 

Tbomas Blacklock. 
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Burns answered as follows :— 

TO PH BLACKLOCK. 

Ellislahd, tli< OeL 17891 
Wow, bat your letter made me vauntie ! elated 

And are ye hale, and weel, and cantie f merry 

I kenned it still your wee bit janntie, 

Wad bring ye to : 
Lord send you aye as weel's I want ye, 
Xad then yell do. 

Theill-thiefblaw the Heron south! dera 

And never drink be near his drouth I 
He tauld mysel by word o' mouth. 

He 'd tak my letter ; 
I lippened to the chield in trouth, trotted 

And bade nae better. 



But aiblins honest Master Heron perhaps 

Had at the time some d^dnty fair one. 

To ware his theologic care on, wgesA 

And holy study ; 
And tired o* sauls to waste his lear on^ 

E'en tried the body. 

But what d'ye think, my trusty fier, 

I'm turned agauger— Peace be here I ^ 

Parnassian queans, I fear, I fear, 

Ye'll now disdain me ! 
And then my fifty pounds a year 

Will little gain me. 

Te glaiket, gleesome, dainty damies, gid^ 

Wha, by Castalia's wimplin' strearaies, winding 

Lowp, sing, and lave your pretty limbies, 

Ye ken, ye ken, 
That Strang necessity supreme is 

'Mang soitfi o' men. 

I hae a wife and twa wee laddies. 

They maun hae brose and brats o' duddies ; dothea 

Te ken yoursels my heart right proud is — 

I need na vaunt, 
But I'll sned besoms—thraw saugh woodies,! cut 

Before they want. 

1 Woodiea— * two or three willow twigs twisted together, used for binding the end 
of ft bloom or birofa beaom,'— 2>r Jamitfon. Bums, in short, avows hia willingneaa 
to bftwnw a tooom-makar rather than allow his children to want. 
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Lord help me through this warld o' £are ! 
I'm weary sick o't late and air ! 
Not hut I hae a richer share 

Than monj ithers; 
Bat why should ae man hotter fare. 

And a' men brithers I 

Come, firm Besolve, take thou the vaiit 
Thou stalk o' carl-hemp^ in man 1 
And let ns mind, faint hea^t ne'er wan 

A lady fair; 
Wha does the utmost that he can. 

Will whyles do mair. BomttimM 

But to conclude my silly rhyme 
(I'm scant o' verse, and scant o' time), 
To make a happy fireside clime 

To weans and wife, 
That's the true pathos and sublime 

Of human life. 

Hy compliments to Sister Beckie ; 
And eke the same to honest Lucky, 
I wat she is a dainty chucki^^ 

As e'er tread clay I 
And gratefully, my guid auld cockle, 

I'm yours for aye. 

BOBEBT BUBNS. 

In this light strain — and yet it is a levity involving some yery 
serious things — did Bums write (if our conclusions are correct) 
the day after be had given vent to the tragic strains To Mary in 



Among Captain RiddePs visitors of this season was Francis 
Grose — a broken-down English gentleman who, under the impulse 
of poverty, had been induced to exercise considerable literary and 
artistic talents for the benefit of the. public. A large work on 
the Antiquities of England had been completed some years ago. 
He had also produced a treatise on Arms and Armour, another on 
Military Antiquities, and several minor works. The genius and 
social spirit of the man were scarcely more remarkable than his 
personid figure, which was ludicrously squat and obese. Grose 
having made an inroad into Scotland, for the purpose of sketching 
and chronicling its antiquities, Bums met him at Friars* Carse, 

1 The male hemp, that which bears the seed; * Te have » stalk o' carl-hemp in 
you,' is a Scotch "proyerh.—KeUy, 

» Chnokie, a fiuttiliar term for a hen, transfetred endeaalngly to a matMm of the 
human q^ies. 
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and was greatly amused by his aspect and conversation. The 
comic muse also caught at the antiquarian enthusiasm as a proper 
subject. The consequence was a poem 

ON CAPTAIN QROSE'S PBBEOBIKATIONS THB0X7GH SCOTLAND^ 

COU«BCTINQ THB ANTM^UITISS OV THAT Kf WODOM. 

Hear, land o' Cakes, and brither Scotf , 
Frae Maidenkirk,^ to Johnny Oroat^s ; 
If there's a hole in a' your coats, 

I rede you tent it : warn 

A chiel's amang you taking notes. 

And, faith, he'll prent it. 

If in your bounds ye chance to light 

Upon a fine, fat, fodgel wight, plui^p 

O' stature short, but genius bright, 

That's he, mark weel — 
And wowl he has an imco slight 

O* cauk and keeL 

By some auld houlet-haunted biggm, owl boJldiiif 

Or kirk deserted by its riggin, 

It's ten to ane y&'U find him snug in 

Some eldritch par(^ vaduOj 

Wi* deils, tiiey say, Lord saye'&I eoUeaguin' 

At some black art. 

Hk ghaist that haunts auld ha' or chaumery 

Ye gipsy-gang that deal in glamour, neoromanoj 

And you deep-read in hell's black grammar. 

Warlocks and witches; 
Yell quake at his conjuring hammer. 

Ye midnight bitches. 

It's tanld he was a sodger bred, 
And ane wad rather fa'n than fled ; 
But now he's quat the spurtle blade. 

And dog-Skin wallet, 
And ta'en the — Antiquarian trade, 

I think they call it. 

He has ^ fouth o* auld nick-nackets, alrandaaoe 

Busty aim caps and jinglin' jackets. 
Wad baud the Lothians three in tackets, 

A towmont guid ; 
And parritch-pats, and auld saut-backets, 

Before the Flood. 

1 Maidenkirt: is an toreralcm of the name of Kiifanai4en, In Wlgtonshlre, tlie 
aoutherly parish in Scotland. 
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Of Ihre's first fire lie has a einder ; 
Auld Tubalcain's fire-fihool and fender ; 
That which distinguished the gender 

0' Balaam's ass ; 
A broomstick o' the witch of Ihidor, 

Weel shod wi' brass. 

Forbye, hell shape yon aff, fa' gleg, quidOj 

The cut of Adam's philabeg ; 

The knife that nicket Abel's craig, neck 

Hell prove you fidly. 
It was a fanlding jocteleg,^ 

Or lang-kail gully. 

But wad ye see him in his glee, 

For meikle glee and fun has he, 

, Then set him down, and twa or three 

Guid fellows wi' him ; 
And port^ O port! shine thou a wee, 

And then yell see him I 

I^ow, by the powers o' verse and prose I 
ThoxL art a dainty chiel, O Grose I — 
Whae'er o' thee shall ill suppose. 

They sair misca' thee; 
I'd take the rascal by the nose, 

"Wad say, shame fa' thee. 

Another of the faceHce of this acquaintance was an 

EPITAPH ON CAPTAIN GROSE, THE CELEBRATED ANTIQUAET. 

The Devil got notice that Grose was a-dying, 

So whip 1 at the summons, old Satan came flying; 

But when he i^proached where poor Francis lay moaning^ 

And saw each bedpost with its burden a-groaning^ 

Astonished, confounded, cried Satan : * By 

I 'U want 'im, ere I take such a damnable load.' 

Afterwards, when Grose had gone forward on his mission, 

1 * Jbcktaleg, a clasp-knife ; Northumberland and Scotland. Prolttbly from Jodc 
of Li^^. Liege formerly snpplied Scotland with eatl&cy.'—Oros^s ProvtncUU Qlossarjf^ 
* The etymology of this word remained unknown till not many yean ago, that an old 
kidfe was found, having this inscription Jacques de Lieget the name of the cutler. 
Thus it is in exact analc^y "with Andrea di Ferrara.'—Lard UaiUi. 

* After he [James YI.] had gone to England, it is said fir boasted to some of his 
courtiers, that he would repeat a sentence which none of them could understand. 
Calling one of his stable-boys, he said to him : * ' Callon , hae there's threttie pennies ; 
gae wa and buy me AJodUekffi and gin ye bide, 1 11 gang to the bougars o' tho 
hoase^ and tak a caber, and reetble your rige^ wi %" '-^Dr Jaankson, 
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BtmM kept np a cofrespondmice with Iiim. Pro^sor Stewart 
haTh^ intimated to the poet a desire to see Grose, the f<Mmer 
sent the foHowing letter to his antiquarian friend : — 

TO FRANCIS GROSE, ES<^y P^A. 

Sir — ^I helieye among all our Scots literati you have not met with 
Professor Dugald Stewart, who fills the moral philosophy chair in 
the university of Edinburgh. To say that he is a man of the first 
parts, and, what is more, a man of the first worth, to a gentleman 
of your general acquaintance, and who so much enjoys the luxury 
of unencumbered freedom and undisturbed privacy, is not perhi^ 
recommendation enough; 'but when I inform you that Mr Stewart's 
principal charactenstio is your fi»vourite feature — that sterling inde- 
pendence of mind which, though every man's right, so few men have 
the courage to claim, and fewer still the magnanimity to support ; 
when I tell you that, unseduced by splendour and undisgusted by 
wretchedness, he appreciates the merits of the various actors in the 
g;reat drama of life merely as they perform their parts ^- in short, 
he is a man after your own heart, and I comply with his earnest 
request in letting you know that he wishes above all things to meet 
with you. His house, Catrine, is within less than a mile of Som 
Castle, which you proposed visiting; or if you could transmit him 
the enclosed, he would with the greatest pleasure meet you anywhere 
in the neighbourhood. I write to Ayrshire to inform Mr Stewart 
that I have acquitted myself of my promise. Should your time and 
spirits permit your meeting with Mr Stewart, 'tis well ; if not, I 
hope you will forgive this liberty, and I have at least an opportunity 
of assuring you with what truth and respect I am, sir, your great 
admirer, and very humble servant^ R. B. 

Not being, after all, very sure of the whereabouts of Grose, the 
bard enclosed his letter in an envelope addressed to Mr Cardonnel, 
a brother antiquary, and containing a set of jocular verses in 
imitation of the quaint song of Sir John Malcolm. 



WRrrrsN in an envelope, enclosino a letter to captain anoss. 

Ken ye ought o' Captain Grose? 

Igo and ago. 
If he's amang his Mends or foesi 

Iram, coram, dago. 

Is he to Abra'm's bosom gane ? 

Igo and ago. 
Or handing Sarah by the wame I 

Iram^ coram, dago. 
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Is he south or is henoriht 

Igo and ago, 
Or drowned in the river Forth I 

Iram, coram^ dago. 

Is he slun bj Highlan* bodies! 

Igo and ago. 
And eaten like a wether haggis ! 

Iram, coram, dago. 

Where'er he be, the Lord be near ham ; 

Igo and ago. 
As for the deO, he dauma steer him, 

Iram, coram, dago. 

Bnt please transmit the endosMletter, 

Igo and ago. 
Which will oblige your humble debtor, 

Iram, coram, dago. 

So may je hae auld stanes in store^ 
• IgoandagsQ, 

Tktt ywy stanes that Adam bore^ 
Iram, coram> dago. 

80 may ye get in glad possession, / 

Igo and ago. 
The coins o' Satan's coronation i 

Iram, oorom, dago. 

The Excise business might haye been a benefit to Bums in more 
i.4spects than in that of income, if it had only filled up time other- 
mse liable to 1be spent in idleness or invaded by dissipation. 
iCeither can we suppose that frequent riding through the beautiful 
^enery of Nithsdale could be quite an unsuitable way for a poet 
to spend part of his time. On the contrary, as Bums had always 
been accustomed to compose while engaged in labour out of doors, 
his presetit life might have been expected to prove rather favour- 
able to the Muse than otherwise. It i^pears, however, that the 
business was overtasking. The ten parishes which Bums surveyed 
form a tract not less than fifteen miles each way. It called for 
his riding about two hundred miles a week. Under tjiis serious 
exaction upon his strength, spirits, and time, nei&er the mental 
nor the agriculturid £a.rm of Bums got fair play. 

The poet, however, was diligent and exact in the performance 
of his official duty to a degree which I question if two out of 
every ten of the present literary men of England would be found 
to attain. He bent his strong fiaculties to tlie purpose, and he 
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accomplished it, whatever the Dalilahs of the imagination might* 
say to the contrary. Inspired with a just view of the contraband 
trade as an infraction and disturbance of the rights of the fair 
trader, he was disposed to be severe with the regular smuggler ; 
but in petty matters of inaccuracy, or even something worse, among 
the country brewsters and retailers, he tempered justice with 
mercy. The late Professor Gillespie of St Andrews remembered 
seeing Bums on a fair day in August 1793 at the village of Thom- 
hiH, where, as was not unconunon in those days, a poor woman 
named Kate Watson had, for one day, taken up the trade of a 
pubUcan, of course without a Heence. * I saw the poet enter her 
door, and anticipated nothing short of an immediate seizure of a 
certain greybeard and barrel which, to my personal knowledge, 
contained the contraband commodities our bard was In quest of. 
A nod, accompanied by a significant movement of the forefinger, 
brought Kate to the doorway or trance, and I was near enough to , 
hear the following words distinctly uttered : " Kate, are you mad ? 
Don't you know that the supervisor and I will be in upon you in 
the course of forty minutes ? Good-by t'ye at present." Bums 
was in the street and in the midst of the crowd in an instant, and 
I had access to know that the friendly hint was not neglected. ' 
It saved a poor widow from a fine of several pounds, for commit- 
ting a quarterly ofience by which the revenue was probably sulject 
to an annual loss of five shillings.' ^ 

Allan Cunningham relates a similar anecdote. ' The poet and 
a brother ezeiseman one day suddenly entered a widow-woman's 
shop in Dunscore, and made a seizure of smuggled tobacco. 
" Jenny," said the poet, " I expected this would be the upshot. 
Here, Lewars, take note of the number of rolls as I count 
them. Now, Jock, did ye ever hear an auld wife numbering 
her threads before check-reels were invented? Thou's ane, and 
thou's no ane, and thou's ane a' out — ^listen." As he handed out 
the rolls, he went on with his humorous enumeration, but dropping 
every other roll into JanetVlap. Lewars took the desired note 
with much gravity, and saw as if he saw not the merciful conduct 
of his companion.' 

We see in these homely facts the same benevolent nature which 
shines in the verses to the Mouse and the Mountain-daisy.^ 

* Edinburgh Literary Journal, 1889. 

' * Jean Dunn, a suspected trader in Kirkpatrlck-Durham, observing Bums and 
Robertson— another exciseman— approaohing her house on tlie morning of a faix, 
slipped out by the back-door, apparently to evade their scrutiny, leaving in her 
house only her attendant for the day and her daughter, a little girL ** Has thera 
been any brewing for the ft4r here to-day ? " demanded the poet as he entered tho 
cabin. ** O no, ^/' wa« the re^y <tf the servant: *' we ha'e nae licence Ibr 
that.** ** TbaJt '■ no true," exolaimed the child : " the muckle black kist is fon* o* 
the bottles o' yfll that my mother sat np a* night brewing for the &ir." ** Dom tha* 
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TO MR ROBERT AINSLIE. 

Ellislamd, Ut Nov. 1?89. 

My jmAn Friend — ^Ihad written you long ere now, could I have^ 
guessed where to find you, for I am sure you have more good sense 
than to waste the precious^ days of vacation - time in the dirt of 
buidness and Edinburgh. Wherever you are, Ood bless you, and 
lead you not into temptation, but deliver you from evil ! 

I do not know if I have informed you that I am now appointed to 
ftn Excise diviaioii, in the middle of which my house and &rm lie. 
In this I was eztr^nely lucky. Without ever having been an 
ei^ectaat, as they eall tiieir journeymen excisemen, I was directly 
I^fUited down to all intents and purposes an officer of Excise, there 
to flourish and bring forth fruita-^ worthy of repentance. 

I know not how the word exciseman, or still more opprobrious, 
ganger^ will sound in your ears. I too have seen the day when my 
auditory nerves would have felt very delicately on this subject; but 
a wife and children are things which have a wonderful power in 
blunting these kind of sensations. Ilfty poimds a year for life, and 

• IHTOvision for widows and orphanei, yon will allow is no bad settle- 
ment for a poeL For the ignominy of Uie profession, I have the 
enoouragemaii which I once heard a recruiting sergeant give to a 
numerousi if not arespeOtable audience, in the streets of Kilmarnock : 

* Gend^iten, for your further and better encouragement^ I can assure 
you that our regiment is the most blackguard corps under the crown, 
and consequently witii us an honest feUow has the surest chance of 
preferment.' 

Tou need not doubt that I find several very unpleasant and dis- 
agreeaUe circumstances in my business ; but I am tired with and 
diisgosted at the language of complaint against the evils of life. 
Honucm existaice in the most favourable situations does not abound 
with pleasures, and has its inconveniences and ills : capricious^ foolish 
man mistakes these inconveniences and ills as if they were the 
peculiar property of his particular situation ; and hence that etemid 
fickleness, that love of change, which has ruined, and daily does 
ruin, many a fine fbllow, as well as many a blockhead, and is ahnost 
without exception a constant source of ^sappointment and misery. 

I long to hear from you how you gd on — ^not so much in business 
as in life. Are you pretty well satisfied with your own exertions, 
and tolerably at case in your internal reflections! 'Tis much to be 
a great diaracter as a lawyer, but beyond comparison more to be a 
great character as a man. That you may be both the one and the 
other is the earnest wish, and that you toUl be both is the firm 
persuasion of, my dear sir, &c. B. B. 

bird qpeak ? " said Robertson; pointing to one hanging in a cage. ** There is no 
uie for another speaking-bird in this house/' said Bums, <* while that little lassie 
is to the fore. We are in a hurry just now ; but as we retam from the fair, we 11 
examine the muckle black kist." Of course, when they returned, the kist bdied 
the little lassie'a tal«t'— Communicated 6y Mr J^in>h Train. 
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TO MR RICHARD BROWN. 



ELLi8LAirD»4<A November 1780. 
I HATE been so hurriedy-my ever-dear friend, that though I got 
•both your letters, I have not be^d able to command an hour to 
answer them as I wished ; and even now, yon are to look on this as 
merely confessing debt and craving days. Few things could have 
given me so much pleasure as the news that yon were oncd more 
safe and sound on terra firma, and happy in tiiat place whel« 
happiness is alone to be found — ^in the &reside circle. May the 
benevolent Director of all things peculiarly bless you in aXL those 
endearing connections consequent on the tender and venerable 
names of husband and father I I have indeed been extremely lucky 
in getting an additional income of £50 a year, while, at the same 
time, the appointment will not cost me above £10 or £12 per annum 
of expenses more than I must have inevitably incurred. The worst 
circumstance is, that the Excise division which I have got is so 
extensive — ^no less than ten parishes to ride over — and it abounds, 
besides, with so much business, that I can scarcely steal a spare 
moment. However, labour endears rest, and both together are 
absolutely necessary for the proper enjoyment of human existence. 
I cannot meet you anywhere. No less than an order from the 
Board of Excise at Edinburgh is necessary, before I can have so 
much time as to meet you in Ayrshire. But do you come and see 
me. "We must have a social day, and perhaps lengthen it out with 
half the night, before you go again to sea. You are the earliest 
friend I now have on earth, my brothers excepted ; and is not that 
an endearing circumstance ? When you and I first met, we were at 
the green period of human life. The twig would easily take a bent, 
but would aa easily return to its former state. You and I not only 
took a mutual bent, but, by the melancholy, though strong influence 
of being both of the family of the unfortunate, we were int wined 
with one another in our growth towards advanced age ; and blasted 
be the sac]|yH|^|^^md that shall attempt to undo the union ! You 
and I m^^^^^HMmper to my favourite toast : * May the com- 
j^anio^l^^^^^^^^^Khe friends of our old age ! ' Come and see 
me onHpmH^^Hee j£ni at Fort-Glasgow the next, and if we 
can conlnve t^nJ^Wl gossipphM^ between our two bedfellows, it 
will be .80 much additional pleaswhe. Mrs Bums, joins me in kind 
compliments to you and Mrs Brown. Adieu ! I am ever, my dear 
sir, yours, R. B. 



TO MR WILLIAM BURNS, 

Ellzsland, Wlh Nov. 1789. 
Dear William— I would have written you sooner, but I am so 
hurried and fatigued with my Excise business, that I can scarcely 
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plttck up resolution to go through the effort of a letter to anybody. 
Indeed you hardly deserve a letter from me, considering that you 
have spare hours in which you have nothing to do at all, and yet it 
was near three months between your two last letters. 

I know not if you heard lately from Gilbert I expect him here 
with me about the latter end of this week. ♦ ♦ ♦ • My mother 
is returned, now that she has seen my little boy Francis fairly set to 
the world. I suppose Gilbert has informed you that you have got 
a new nephew. He is a fine thriving fellow, and promises to do 
honour to the name he bears. I have named him SVancis Wallace, 
after my worthy friend, Mrs Bunlop of Dunlop. 

The only Ayrshire news that I remember in which I think you 
will be interested is that Mr Ronald is bankrupt. Ton will easily guess 
that fr*om his insolent vanity in his sunshine of life he will now feel 
a little retaliation from those who thought themselves eclipsed by 
him ; for, poor fellow, I do not think he ever intentionally injured 
any one. I might indeed perhaps except his wife, whom he certiEiinly 
has used very ill ; but she is still fond of him to distraction, and bears 
up wonderfully— much superior to him— under this severe shock of 
fortune. Women have a kind of sturdy sufferance which qualifies^ 
them to endure, beyond, much beyond, the common run of men ; but 
perhaps part of that fortitude is owing to their short-sightedness, for 
they are by no means famous for seemg remote consequences in all 
their real importance. 

I am very glad at your resolution to live within your income, be 
that what it will. Had poor Konald done so, he had not this day been 
a prey to the dreadful miseries of insolvency. You are at the time 
of life when those habitudes are begun which are to mark the 
character of the future man. Go on and persevere, and depend on 
less or more success. I am, dear William, your brother, B. B. 

The dutiful kindness of Bums to this young brother has already 
been alluded to. We have before us a letter of William Bums, 
dated from Morpeth, 29th November 1789, including an account of 
moneys and articles of clothing flimishe^^M^tf|^ the poet 
during the preceding eighteen months, to^^^^^^^h|^5, 9s. 
In August of this year two guineas had^^^^^^^^Hwhich 
the young man says he intends^ to repay SBII^HHHHI^ * but,' 
he adds, * as you can spare tliem, I will keep them till I go to 
London, when I expect soon to be able to clear you off in full.' 
He goes on to express a hope that * young Wallace bids fair to 
, rival his great predecessor in strength and wisdom.' He apologises 
for seldom writing by the fact, that he is devotmg his leisure time 
to reading from a circulating library. He has read Kamea's Sketches 
of the History of Man^ BoswdVs Tow* to the Hdrndee^ Bums's 
Poemsj and Beattie's Dissertations^ and will be glad if his brother 
will set down the names of a few other bopkjj which he should 
inquire for. 



Digitized 



by Google 



A cotitedt for the representation of the Dumfries group ol 
bnrghs commenoed in September between Sir James Johnston of 
WesterhaU, the existing member, and Captain Miller, younger of 
Dalswinton, son of Bums^s landlord. In this afSaie the bard stood 
Ymionsly affected. Professing only a whimsical Jacobitism, he 
had hitherto taken no decidegl part with either of the two great 
factions of his time; but he had a certain leaning towards Mr 
Pitt and his supporters.^ On the other hand, some of lus best 
friends— ^as Henry Erskine, the Earl of Glencaim, Mr Miller, 
Captain Eiddel — ^were Whigs, and these persons he was fearfbl to 
(^end. The ferment of democracy had already commenced in 
France, and Lafayette, brought Louis and his wife and children 
through the mob from Versailles to Paris only a fortnight befbre 
Bums was apostrophising the shade of Mary in the barnyard at 
Ellisland. But the frenzy had not yet spread to Scotland, and our 
poet nowhere makes any allusion to it. On this canvass becoming 
keen, Bums threw in his pen, but rather from the contagion of local 
excitement than from partisanship. One feeling, indeed, he had 
m earnest, and this was detestation of the Duke of Queensberry. 
The duke, who was the greatest landlord in Nithsdale, was 
considered as having i^oved something like a traitor to the 
king on the late occasion of the Regency Bill, when he was in 
the minority which voted for the surrender of the power of the 
crown into the hands of the Prince of Wales without restriction. 
For this, and for his mean personal character and heartless 
debaucheries, Bums held his Ghrace in extreme contempt. In 
the first place, them, he penned an election ballad, chiefly against 
the duke. 



THE LADDIES BT THE BANES O' NITH. 
Tdnb— I7p and teoicr ihem a\ 

by the banks o' Nith, 
I) his Qrace wi' a\ Jamie, 
But he'll sair them as he salr'd the king — aerve 
Turn tail and rin aw% Jamie. 

1 On the pal^ect of Bonu's politics, Sir Walter Scott makes a remark in sanding 
some of the poet's letters to Mr Lockhart:— * In one of them to that singular old 
«Drmndgeon, Lady Winifred Constable, you wiU see he plays high Jacobite, and 
«a ^ifll fteoount it is curious; though I imagine bis Jaoobitlrai, like my own, 
belo<iged to the &ncy rather than the reason. He was, however, a great Pittite 
down to a certain period. There were some passing stupid verses in the papers, 
ftttaddng and defending his satire on a oertain preacher whom he termed " an 
unco caUl" In one of them ooouned these lines in vituperation of the adversary— 

*• A Whig, I guess. But Rab's a Toiy, 
And gifis us mony a funny ttozy." 
Thiiwasinna?.* 
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Up and wanr them a', Jamie^ 

Up and waur thenv a' ; 
The Johnstons hae the guidin* o\^ 

Te turncoat Whigs, awa. 

The day he etude his country's friend. 

Or gied her faes a claw, Jamie, 
Or frae puir man a blessin' wan. 

That day the duke ne'er saw, Jamie. 

But wha is he, his country's boast f 

Like him there is na twa, Jamie ; 
There's no a callant tents the kye, boy watches 

But kens o* Westerha', Jamie. 

To end the wark, here's Whistlebirck,* 

Lang may his whistle blaw, Jamie ; ^ 
And Maxwell true o' sterling blue, 
- And we'll be Johnstons a', Jamie. 



TO ROBERT ORAHA)^ S8Q. OF FIKTRT. 

9(h December 1199, 

Snir-I have a good while had a wish to trouble you with a letter, 
and had certainly done it long ere now but for a humiliating some- 
thing that throws cold water on the resolution, as if one should say: 
* You have found Mr Qraham a very powerful and kind friend indeed, 
and that interest he is so kindly taking in your concerns you ought, 
by everything in your power, to keep alive and cherish.' Now, 
though, since Qod has thought proper to make one powerful and 
another helpless, the connection of obliger and obliged is all fair ; 
and tbougb my being under your patronage is to me highly honour- 
able, yet, sir, allow me to flatter myself that as iV.|^o|^^^ <^ honest 
man you firs^ interested yourself in my wellare, aM^Pmcipally as 
such still you' permit me to approach you. •'••-. 

I have found the Excise business go on a great deal smoother with 
me than I expected, owing a good deal to the generous friendship of 
Mr Mitchel, my collector, and the kind assistance of Mr Findlater, 
my supervisor. I dare to be honest, and I fear no labour. Nor do 
I £nd my hurried life greatly inimical to my correspondence with 
the Muses. Their visits to me, indeed, and I believe to most of 

* A Border in^>yerb» signiflcant of the great local power of this family in former 
times. The Gordons w«re the subject of a similar proverb, which forms the title of 
a beautiful melody. 

* Alexander BirtwhisUe, Esq. merchant at Kirkcudbright, and provost of the 
burgh. A contemporary chronidt notices him as oarrying on a brisk foreign trada 
from that little port. 
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ihdr aoqnamtance^ like the Tigits ef good angels, are diort and fiur 
betwe^i ; but I meet them now and Uien as I jog through the hills 
of Nithsdale, just as I used to do on the banks of Ayr. I take the 
liberty to enclose you a few bagatelles, idl of them the productions 
of my leisure thoughts in niy Excise rides. 

If you know or have ever seen Captain Ghrose, the antiquary, you 
will enter into any humour that is in the verses on him. Perhaps 
you have seen them before, as I sent them to a London newspaper. 
Though I daresay you have none of the Solemn-League-and-Covenant 
fire which shone so conspicuous in Lord Qeorge Gordon and the 
Eilmamock weavers, yet I think you must have heard of Dr M<Gill, 
one of the clergymen of Ajrr, and his heretical book. Qod help him, 
po<»r man ! Though he is one of the worthiest^ as well as one of the 
ablest, of the whole priesthood of the Eirk of Scotland, in every 
sense of that ambiguous term, yet the poor doctor and his numerous 
fhmily are in inmiinent danger of being thrown out to the mercy of 
the winter winds. The enclosed ballad on that business is I confess 
too local ; but I laughed myself at some conceits in it, though I am 
convinced in my conscience that there are a good many heavy 
stanzas in it too. 

The election ballad, as yon will see, alludes to the present canvass 
in our string of boroughs. I do not believe Uiere will be such a 
hard-run match in the whole general election. « « « * 

I am too little a man to have any political attachments : I am 
deeply indebted to, and have the warmest veneration for, individuals 
of both parties; but a man who has it in his power to be the fistther 
of a country, and who * * * * V is a character that one cannot speak 
of with patience. 

Sir James Johnston does * what man can do,' but yet I doubt his 
fate. R.B. 

The ballad alluded to was one in which he presents the five 
burghs under figurative characters most felicitously drawn: 
Dumfries as Maggy on the banks of Nith ; Annan as Blinking 
Bess of Annandale ; Kirkcudbright as Whisky Jean of Galloway; 
Sanquhar as Black Joan frae Crichton Peel ; and L|^chmaben as 
Marjory of the many Lochs — appellations all ot which have 
some appropriateness fix)m local circumstances. 



THB FIVB CARLINES. 

There were five carlines in the soutii, old women 

They fell upon a scheme, 
To send a lad to Lon'on town, 

To bring them tidings hame. 

^ I>r Cattie has here obvioiisly suppressed a bitter aUusion to the Duke of 
Cloeeiubeny. 
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Nor only Mug them tidings hame, 

Bat do their errands there, 
And aiblins gowd and honour baith possibly' 

Might be that laddie's share. 

There was Maggy by the banks o* Nith, 

A dame wi' pride enough. 
And Marjory o' the Mony Lochs, 

A carline auld and teugh. 

And BUnkin' Bess o* Annandalfl^ 

That dwelt near Solwaydde, 
And YHiisky Jean, that took her gill, 

In Galloway sae wide. 

And Black Joan, frae Crichton Peel, 

O' gipsy kith and kin — 
Five wighter carlines wama fonn' handsonur 

The south countra within. 

To send a lad to Lon'on town, 

They met upon a day. 
And mony a knight and mony a laird 

Their errand &in would gae. 

O mony a knight and mony a laird 

This errand fain would gae ; 
But nae ane could their fancy please^ 

O ne'er a ane but twae. 

The first he was a belted knight,^ ^ 

Bred o' a Border clan. 
And he wad gae to Lon'on town, 

JkOght nae msai him withstan'. 

And he wad do their errands wee^ 

And meikle he wad say. 
And ilka ane at Lon'on court 

Would bid to him guid-day. 

Th^i next come in a sodger youtli,^ 

And spak wi' modest grace. 
And he wad gae to Lon'on town^ 

If sae their pleasure was. 



> Bir James Johnston. ' Cftptain MillML 
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He wadna hecbt them courUy gifts, promiM 

Nor meikle' speech pretend, 
But he wad hedit an honest heart 

Wad ne'er desert a friend. 

Now, wham to choose, and wham refuse, 

At strife thir oBxllDes fell ; 
For some had gentid folks to please, 

And fiome wad pleaae themisel. 

Then oat spek mim-moo'ed Meg o' Nith, prtm-moatlied 

And she spak up wi' pride. 
And she wad send Uie sodger yonth. 

Whatever might betide. 

For the anld goidman o' Lon'on court ^ 

She didna care a pin ; 
But she wad send the sodger youth 

To greet his eldest son.^ 

Then np sprang Bess o* Annandale, 

And a deadly aith she's ta*en, 
That fihe wad vote the Border knight. 

Though she should vote her lane. 

For far-aff fowls hae feathers fair. 

And fools q' change are fain ; 
But I hae tried the Border knight, 

And I'll try him yet again. 

Says Black Joan fhie Crichton Peel| 
A carline stoor and grim, uaakn 

The auld guidman, and the young guidman, 
For me may sink or swim ; 

For fools will freit ' o' right or wran|, 

While knaves laugh them to scorn ; 
But ihe sodger's friends hae blawn the best. 

So he shidl bear the horn. 

» 
Then Whisky Jean spak owre her drink, 

Te weel ken, kimmers a'. 
The auld guidman o*" Lon'on court ^ 

His back's been at the wa' ; 

> The King; ■ The Prince of WUefl. 

• Talk iapentitlouBly. 
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And mony a Mend that kWd his oup 

Is now a fremit wight : estntnged 

But it '8 ne*er be said o* Whisky Jean — 
I'll send the Border knight 

Then slow raise Marjory o' the Lochcf, 

And wiinkled was her brow. 
Her ancient weed was russet gray, 

Her auld Scots bluid was true ; ^ 

There's some great folks set light by me— 

I set as light by them ; 
But I will send to Lon'on town 

Wham I like best at hame. 

Sae how this weighty plea may end 

Nae mortal wight can tell : 
Qod grant the king and ilka man 

May look weel to himsel. 

Towards the dose of the year, e^icessive business applicati(»i^ 
joined to the usual effects of social life and a poetical tempera- 
ment, brought Bums to a sick-chamber. 

TO HBS DUNLOF. 

Elliblamo, 13t& Deeember 1789L 
Many dianks, my dear madam, for your sheetful of rhymes. 
Though at present I am below the veriest prose, yet from you every- 
thing pleases. I am groaning under t^ miseries of a diseased 
nervous-system — a system, the state of which is tnost conducive to 
our happiness or the most productive of our misery. For now near 
three weeks I have been so ill with a nervous headache that I have 
been obliged for a time to give up my Excise-books^ being scarce 
able to lift my head, much le'ss to ride once a week over ten muir 
parishes. What is man ? To-day, in the luxuriance of health, 
exulting in the enjoyment of existence ; in a few days, perhaps in a 
few hours, loaded with conscious painful being, coimting the tardy 
pace of the lingering moments by the repercussions of anguish, and 
refusing or denied a comforter. Day follows nighty and night comes 
after day, only to curse him with life which gives him no pleasure; 
and yet the awful, dark termination of thieit life is something at 
which he recoils. 

* Tell UB, ye dead; will none of you In pity 

Disclose the secret ^ 

Whai'UtyouaretOnd^MfMuithorUyb*? 

' tis no matter : 

A little time will make us learned as you are.' > 

Can it be possible, that when I resign this frail, feverish beings I 

1 It may not be unworthy of notice that this verse wat one in great fiivour witb 
Sir Walter Scott, wb<^ used to recite it with good effect. 
• Blair's OtaTV. 
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riiall tffl find mytelf in conscious existence! When the last gasp 
of agony has announced that I am no more to those that knew me 
and the few who loved me ; when the cold, stiffened, unconscious, 
ghastly corse is resigned into the earth, to be the prey of unsightly 
reptiles, and to become in time a trodden clod, shidl I be yet warm 
in life, seeing and seen, enjoying and enjoyed) Te yenerai>le sages 
anf holy flamens, is there probability in your conjectures, truth in 
your stories, of another world beyond death; or are they all alike 
baseless visions and fabricated fables? If there is another life, it 
must be only for the just, the benevolent, the amiable, and the 
humane; what a flattering idea, then, is a world to come! Would 
to Qod I as firmly believed it as I ardently wish it! There I should 
meet an aged parent, now at rest firom the many buffetings of an evil 
world, against which he so long and so bravely struggled. There 
should I meet the friend, the dkinterested friend, of my early life ; 
the man who rejoiced to see me, because he loved me and could 
serve me. Muir, thy weaknesses were the aberrations of human 
nature, but Uiy heart glowed with everything generous, manly, and 
Boble ; and if ever emanation from the All-good Being animated a 
human form, it was thine I There should I, with speechless agony 
of rapture, again recognise my lost^ my ever -dear Mary! whose 
bosom was fraught with truth, honour, constancy, and love. 

My Mary» dear departed shade ! 

"IVhere is thy place of heavenly rest ? 
Seest thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breaat ? 

Jesus Christy thou amiablest of characters! I trust thou art no 
impostor, and that thy revelation of blissful scenes of existence 
beyond death and the grave is not one of the many impositions 
which time after time have been palmed on credulous maiUdnd. I 
trust that in thee 'shall all the families of Uie earth be blessed/ by 
being yet connected together in a better world, wh^^ every tie ihsA 
bound heart to heart in this state of existence shall be, far beyond 
our present conceptions, more endearing. 

I am a good deal inclined to think with those who maintain that 
what are called nervous affections are in fact diseases of the mind. 
I cannot reason, I cannot think ; and but to you I would not venture 
to write anything above an order to a cobbler. You have felt too 
much of the ills of life not to sympathise with a diseased wretch 
who has impaired more than half of any faculties he possessed. 
Your goodness will excuse this distracted scrawl, which the writer 
dare scarcely read, and which he would throw into the fire were he 
able to write anything better, or indeed anything at alL 

Bumour told me something of a son of yours who was returned 
from the East or West indies. If you have gotten news from James 
or Anthony, it was cruel in you not to let me know; as I promise 
you, on the sincerity of a man who is weary of one world and 
anxious about another, that scarce anything could give me so 
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much pleasDM as to hear of any good tUng befidHag my iMnovred 

friend. 

If you have a minute's leisure, take up your pen in pity to U 
poMvrt miserable R. B. 

Written four days after a letter to Mr Graham, in which he 
spoke of a cheerful and alert performance of his Excise duties, one 
might be apt to suspect some error in the date of this to Mrs 
Dunlop, wherein he discourses as one reduced by a long illness 
to the most serious feelings. But no such theory is in reality 
required to reconcile this epistle either to that to Mr Graham or 
to one written only a week afterwards to the provost of Lochmaben, 
in which our bard seems to have carried the jocular a good way 
beyond the bounds of decorum. A headache of three weeks* standing 
had now perhaps laid him up from his duties for one or two days ; 
and low spirits were the consequence. Having to write to Mrs 
Dunlop, a lady of refined sentiments and a deep sense of religion, 
Burns attuned his mind accordingly, and poured out this sentimental 
effusion, involving feelings of which we have no reason to doubt 
that for the moment they were sincere, although very likely the 
first walk out to the river-side in the eye of the morning sun, or 
the first ride across the Dunscore Hills in quest of fiscal delin- 
quents, set him off into a totally different strain of emotion. 
What is very curious, the letter which he describes as a * distracted 
scrawl,* composed with only half of his faculties, appears after all 
to have been a ddiberate transcription with some amplifications 
from an entry of his last year*s commonplace?book. (See Volume 
II., p. 265.) Another of the mystdres cTccUlier of Bums I 

Amcmgst "the gentry of Dumfriesshire, Bums would be led by 
his Jacobitism to single out for especial regard the Lady Wini^d 
Maxwell, grand-dau^ter of that Earl of Nithsdale who owed his 
escape from the block for his concern in the insurrection of 1715 
solely to the heroism and ingenuity of his wife, with whom he 
exchanged clothes in the Tower the night before his intended 
execution. There seems to have been a proposal to introduce the 
bard to her ladyship ; but it had been prevented by the illness 
alluded to in the letter to Mrs Dunlop : 



TO LAPT WINIFRED MiJLWELL CONSTABLE.^ 

Bllisland, ]6(% Ikcemier 17891 
Mt Ladt — In vain have I fh>m day to day expected to hear from 
Mrs Toung, as she promised me at Dalswin^n that she would do me 

' > HflT ladTBhip had manrled WUlifan Hagg«nton Oonstablo ci BfearfBiliMii, If 
wbomite iMd Mvend chUdrea. 
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^e honour io iatroduoe me at Tinwald ; and it was impossible, not 
from your ladyship's accessibility, but from my own feelings, that I 
oould go alone. Lately, indeed, Mr Maxwell of Carruchan in his 
usual goodness offered to accompany me, when an unlucky indisposi- 
tion on my part hindered my embracing the opportunity. To court 
tiie notice or the tables of the greats except where 1 sometimes have 
had a little matter to ask of them, or more often the pleasanter task 
of witnessing my gratitude to them, is what I never have done, and 
I trust never shall do. But with your ladyship I have the honour to 
be connected by. one of the strongest and most endearing ties in the 
whole moral world. Common sufferers in a cause where even to 
be unfortunate is glorious — the cause of heroic loyalty ! Though my 
fathers had not illustrious honours and vast properUes to hazard in 
the contest, though they left their humble cottages only to add so 
many units more to the nnnoted crowd that followed their leaders, 
yet what Uiey could they did, and what they had they lost : with 
unshaken firmness and unconcealed political attachments, they 
shook hands with ruin for what they esteemed the cause of their 
king and their country, llis language and the enclosed verses^ are 
for your ladyship's eye alone. Poets are not very famous for their 
prudence ; but as I can do nothing for a cause which is now nearly 
no more, I do not wish to hurt myself. I have the honour to be, my 
lady, your lady^p's obliged and obedient humble servant^ 

KB. 



TO PROVOST MAXWELL, OF LOCHMABEN. 

ELX.i8LAif D, iOth December 1789. 
Dear Proyost — ^As my friend, Mr Qraham, goes for your good 
town to-morrow, I cannot resist the temptation to send you a few 
lines, and as I have nothing to say, I have chosen this sheet of foolscap, 
and begun, as yon see, at the top of the first page, because I have 
ever observed, that when once people have fairly set out, they know 
not where to stop. Kpw that my first sentence is concluded, I have 
noting to do but to pray Heaven to help me on to another. Shall 
I write you on politics, or religion, two master - subjects for your 
sayers of nothing ! Of the firat, X daresay by this time you are 
nearly surfeited ;3 and for the last, whatever they may talk of it 
who make it a kind of company-concern, I never could endure it 
beyond a soliloquy. I might write you on farming, on building, on 
marketing; but my poor distracted mind is so torn, so jaded, so 
racked and bedeviled with the task of the superlatively damned to 
make one guinea do the business of thresy that I detest, abhor, and 



1 Thtae fiddresaed to Mr WiUiam Tytler. 
' The proTost, as the leading Tot 
noentljr had a rafBoieiiQy of politics. 



* The proToat, as the leading Totec ia MaHorp </ th€ H«n$ Lochi, must hsTv 
■ hadas - ' * •* 
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■woon at Hfe very word business, Uiough no less than four letters of 
my yesry short surname are in it. 

Well, to make the matter short, I shall betake myself to a subject 
ever fmitful of themeSfa subject the turtle-feast of the sons of Satan, 
and the delicious secret sugar-plum of the babes of grace—a subject 
sparkling with all the jewels that wit can find in the mines of 
genius, and pregnant wi& all the stores of learning from. Moses and 
Confucius to Franklin and Priestley— in short, may it please your 
lordship, I intend to write ♦ ♦ • 

[ * Heret * 909$ A Uan Ckmningham^ * the poet inserted a sonff, the ipec{fioaUon qf M*tc% 
could he of no hen^ to hie fame* ] 

If at any time you expect a field-day in your town— a day when 
dukes, earls, and knights pay their court to weavers, tailors, and 
cobblers— I should like to know of it two or three days beforehand. 
It is not that I care three skips of a cur-dog for the politics, but I 
shoiild like to see such an exhibition of human nature. If you meet 
with that worthy old veteran in religion and good-fellowship, Mr 
Jeffrey, or any of his amiable family, I beg you will give them my 
best compliments. B. B. 

In the conclusion of this letter, Burns alludes to the minister of 
Lochmaben. In the course of his peraunbulations, he was occa- 
sionally in ^he bouse of this worthy man. Mr Jefirey had a 
daughter, a sweet, blue-eyed young creature, who at one of Bums's 
visits, probably the first, did the honours of the table. Next 
morning our poet presented at breakfast a song which has given 
the young lady immortality : 



THB BLUE-EYED Li.SSIB.^ 

I gaed a waefu' gate yestreen, rond 

A gate, I fear, I 'U dearly rue ; 
I gat my death frae twa sweet een, 

Twa lovely een o' bonnie blue. 
'Twas not her golden ringlets bright; 

Her lips like roses wat wi' dew, 
Her heaving bosom, lily-white — 

It was her een sae bonnie blue. 

She talked, she smiled, my heart she wiled; 

She charmed my soul— I wist na how ; 
And aye the stound, the deadly wound, pang 

Cam frae her een sae bonnie blue. 

I This song was printed m Johnson's Museum, with an air oompoaed by Mr 
Riddel of OlemiddeL It has been set by George Thomson to the tune of * Hie 
Blftthrie o't,' but» in the opinion of the pfosent editor, it flows moch more sweetly 
to * My only joe and dearie O.* 
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Bat^ spare to speak^ and spare to speed ;> 

She'll aiblins listen to my vow : perhapt 

Should she refuse, I'll lay my dead death 

To her twa een sae bonnie bliie. 

Miss Jeffrey married a gentleman named Renwick of New York, 
and was living there about 1822, when a son of Mr George 
Thomson was introduced to her by her son, the professor of 
chemistry in Columbia College. Mr Thomson gave the following 
account of her to his father: 'She is a widow — ^has still the 
remains of Burns's delightful portrait of her : her twa sweet eerty 
that gave him his death, are yet clear and full of expression. She 
has great suavity of manners and much good sense.* He then 
adds from her recollection a charming picture of the manners of 
Bums in refined and agreeable society. ' She told me that she 
often looks back with a melancholy satisfaction on the many 
evenings she spent in the company of the great bard, in the social 
circle of her father^s fireside, listening to the brilliant sallies of 
his imagination and to his delightful conversation. " Many times,'* 
said she, '* have I seen Burns ent^ my father's dwelling in a cold 
rainy night, after a long ride over the dreary moors. On such 
occasions one of the family would help to disencumber him of his 
dreadnought and boots, while others brought him a pair of slippers 
and made him a warm dish of tea. It was during these visits that ' 
he felt himself perfectly happy, and opened km whole soul to us, 
repeated and even sang many of his admirable songs, and enchanted 
all who had the good fortune to be present with his manly, lumi- 
nous observations and artless manners. I never," she added, 
" could fancy that Bums had ever followed the mstio occupation 
of the plough, because everything he said or did had a graceful- 
ness and charm that was in an extraordinary degree engi^g." '^ 

It may be pleasant to many to know, that Captain Wilks of the 
United States' navy, and superior of the exploratory expedition 
whose publication has been received in this country as a valuable 
contribution to science, is a son-in-law of the Mtte-eyed Lassie of 
Bums. Mrs Renwick, however, had the fate to see Mrs Wilks 
and others of her children go to the grave before her. 

In the New York Mirror (1846) appeared the following notice 
regarding Mrs Renwick :— * The lady to whom the following verses 
— ^never before published — ^were addressed, known to the readers 
of Bums as the "Blue-eyed Lassie," is one of a race whose 
beauties and -vdrtues formed for several generations the inspiration 
of the master of the Scottish song. Her mother was Agnes 

* A proverbial esqtfesslon. 

* New «ditfa« of Mr Thomsonli M^odiee, 18301 

HI. E „ 
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Armstrong) in whose honour the touching words and beantifnl 
air of " Koslin Castle " were composed, and " Fairie lair" ^ was her 
more remote progenitrix.' 

The editor then adds the following song as a composition of 
Boms: — 
\ 

80NG. 

AiK—Masffv Lauder, 

When first I saw fair Jeanie's fiice, 

I conldna tell what ailed me, 
My heart went flattering pit-a-pat^ 

Hj een they almost failed me. 
She's aye sae neat, sae trim, sae tight. 

All grace does round her hover, 
Ae look deprived me o' my heart, 
And I became a lover. 
She's aye, aye sae blithe, sae gay, 
She's aye so blithe and cheerie ; 
l^e's aye sae bonny, blithe, and gay 
O gin I were her dearie ! 

Had I Dondas's whde estate^ 

Or Ho]2etoun's wealth to shine in ; 
Did warlike laurels crown my brow, 

Or h^imbler bays entwining — 
I'd lay them a' at Jeanie's feet. 

Could I but hope to move her, 
And prouder than a belted knight, 

I 'd be my Jeanie's lover. 

She aye, aye sae blithe, sae gay, &c. 

But sair I fear some hi^ier swain 

Has gained sweet Jeanie's fieivour : 
If so, may every bliss be hers, 

Though I maun never have her, 
But gang she east, or gang she west, 

'Twixt Forth and Tweed aU over,^ 
While men have eyes, or ears, or taste. 

She'll always find a lover. 
She 's aye, aye sae blithe, sae gay, &c. 

Mrs Benwiok has been for some years dead. 
The Countess of Glencaim, mother of his beloved patron, had 
firom the first shewn Bums much kindness. By her origin, as we 

1 Thk allusion is not readily intelligible. The person meant seems to be * Fairlie 
lUr,* a fictitious character in the baUad of ffartfykmUt, written at the heginainf 
«f ttM laat century^ Iqr Lady Waxdlaw. 
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huve seeD, she was a somewhat remarkable person among the 
Scottish nobility, being the daughter of a village musician, who 
was raised to unexpected wealth by the bequest of a fortunatf 
relative. Her ladyship had lately written a kind letter to Bums. 

TO THE COXmTESS OF OLBNOAIRN. 

[£i.LisLAND» Jkeember 1789.] 
Mt IjADT — ^The honour you have done your poor poet in writing 
him so very obliging a letter, and the pleasure the enclosed beautiful 
verses have given him, came very seasonably to his aid amid the 
che^less gloom and sinking despondency of diseased nerves and 
December weather. As to forgetting the family of Qlencaim, 
Heaven is my witness with what sincerity I could use those old 
verses, which please me more in their rude simplicity than the most 
elegant lines I ever saw — 

* If thee, JeniBalem, I forget. 

Skill i>art from my right hand. 
My tongue to my mouth'g rofA let oleaTef 

If I do thee foorget, 
J^usi^em, and thee above 

My chief joy do not set.* 

When I am tempted to do anything improper, I dare not, becaase 
I look on myself as accountable to your ladyship and family. 
Kow and then, when I have the honour to be called to the tables of 
the great, if I happen to meet with any mortification from the stately 
stupidity of self-sufficient squires, or the luxurious insolence of 
upstart nabobs, I get above the creatures by calling to remembrance 
that I am patronised by the noble House of Glencaim ; and at gala- 
times — such as New- Year's Day, a christening, or the kirn -night, 
when my punch-bowl is brought from its dusty comer, and filled up 
in honour of the occasion, I begin with — The Countess of Glemmm I 
My good woman, with the enthusiasm of a grateful heart, next cries ' 
My Lord! and so the toast goes on until I end with Lady Hcarieft- 
little ctngd! ^ whose epithalamium I have pledged myself to write., 

When I received your ladyship's letter I was just in the act of 
transcribing for you some verses I have lately composed, and meant 
to have sent them my first leisure hour, and acquainted you with my 
late change of life. I mentioned to my lord my fears concerning 
my farm. Those fears were indeed too true ; it is a bargain would 
have mined me but for the lucky circumstance of my having an 
Excise commission. 

Pec^Io may talk as they please of the ignominy of the Excise ; 
£50 a year will support my wife and children, and keep me inde- 
pendent of the world ; and I would much rather have it said that 
my profession borrowed credit from me, than that 1 borrowed 

> Lady Haniet Don -was the daughter of Lady Glencaim. Hdr child was the 
late aooompliahed Sir Alexaader Don, of Newtcm-Don, Bart 
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credit from mj profesnon. Another advantage I bare in thk 
busincM 18 the knowledge it gives me of the variooa shades of 
human character, consequently assisting me vastly in my poetic 
pursuits. I had the most ardent enthusiasm for the Muses when 
nobody knew me but myself and that ardour is by no means cooled 
now Uiat my Lord Gkoicaim's goodness has introduced me to all 
the wortd. Not that I am in haste for the press. I have no idea of 
pnbUshing, else I certainly had consulted my noble» generous patron ; 
but after acting the part of an honest man, and supporting my 
family, my whole wishes and views are directed to poetic pursuits. 
I am aware that though I were to give performances to the world 
superior to my former works, still if they were of the same kind 
with those, the comparative reception they would meet with would 
mortify me. I have turned my thoughts on the drama. I do not 
mean the stately buskin of the tragic muse. Does not your ladyship 
think that an Edinburgh theatre would be more amused with 
affectation, folly, and whun of true Scottish growth, than manners^ 
which by fiir the greatest part of the audience can only know at 
■econd-hand ! I have the honour to be your ladyship's ever devoted 
and grateful humble servant^ B. B. 



SKETCH— NEW-^TEAR*B DAY [1790.] 

TO MRS DONLOP. ' 

This day, Time winds th' exhausted chain. 
To run the twelvemonth's length again : 
I see the old, bald-pated fellow, 
With ardent eyes, complexion sallow. 
Adjust the unimpaired machine^ 
To wheel the equal, dull routine. 

The absent lover, minor heir, 
In vain assail him with their prayer;. 
Deaf as my friend, he sees them press, 
Nor makes the hour one moment less. 
Will you (the Major's ^ with the hounds, 
The happy tenants share his rounds; 
CoUa's £eur Bachel's^ care to-day. 
And blooming Keith's engaged with Gray) 
From housewife cares a minute borrow — 
— That grandchild's cap will do to-morrow — 
And join with me a-moralisinff, 
hh This day's propitious to be wise in. 

First, what did yesternight deliver! 
* Another year is gone for ever.' 

> Afterwards General Dunlop of Dimity 

* Rachel, a daughter of Mrs Dunlop, was raaUng a sketch of Cofla. 
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And what is this day's strong suggestion t 
* The passing moment 's all we rest on ! ' 
Best on — for what ? what do we here I 
Or why regard the passing year ! 
Will time, amused with proverbed lore, 
Add to our date one minute moref 
A few days may — ^a few years must — 
Bepose us in the dlent dnst. 
Then is it wise to damp onr blissf 
Tes — all such reasonings are anuss ! 
The voice of Nature loudly cries, 
And many a message from the skies^ 
That something in us never dies : 
That on this frail, uncertain state, 
Hang matters of eternal weight : 
That future life in worlds unknown 
* Must take its hue from this alone ; 
Whether as heavenly glory bright. 
Or dark as misery's woeful night. 
Since, then, my honoured, first of friends, 
On this poor being all depends. 
Let us th' important now employ. 
And live as Uiose who never die. 
Though you, with days and honours crowned. 
Witness that filial circle round 
(A sight, life's sorrows to repulse, 
A sights pale envy to convulse). 
Others now claim your chief regard; 
Yourself, you wait your bright rewwrd. 

Burns was at this time pressed with business, yet at the 8am« 
dme as much the victim of hypochondria as if he had been left to 
total vacuity. The evil prospects of his farm harassed his mmd. 
Busied and vexed as he was, he found time to pay occasional 
evening visits to Dumfries, in order to witness the performances ^ 
of a tolerable company of players which had temporarily settled 
there. He had even been led by these theatricals to turn his 
thoughts to the comic drama as a line not unworthy of the efforts 
of Coila. But neither at this time nor any other did he ever get 
beyond the composition of an occasional address or epilogue. 



TO KR GILBBRT BURNS. 

Elusland, 11 tk Jamuarjf 1790. 
Dear Bbothbr— I mean to take advantage of the frank, though 
I have not in my present frame of mind much appetite for exertion 
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in writing. My nerves are in a state. I fisel iluit korrid 

hypochondria penrading every atom of both body and soid. This 
&nn has undone my enjoyment of myself. It is a ruinous afiair on 

aU hands. But let it go to ! I'llfightit out,andbe offwithit 

We have got a set of very decent players here just now. I 
have seen them an evening or two. David CampbeU^ in Ayr, wrote 
to me by the manager of the company, a Mr Sutherland, who is a 
man of apparent worth. On New-year's-Day evening I gave him the 
following prologue, which he spouted to his audience with applause s 

PROLOGUB, 
tPOKVK AT THX THBATXB, DUMFRICS, ON NBW-YBA1I*S-DAY BVKNtlTO [1790.] 

No song nor dance I bring from yon great city 

That queens it o'er our taste — ^the more's the pity: 

Though, by the by, abroad why will you roamf 

Qood sense and taste are natives here at home : * 

But not for panegyric I appear, 

I come to wish you all a good new-year I 

Old Father Time deputes me here before ye, 

Not for to preach, but tell his simple story : 

The sage grave ancient coughed, and bade me say : 

'Tou're one year older this important day.' 

If wiser, too— he hinted some suggestion. 

But 'twould be rude, you know, to ask the question; 

And with a would-be roguish leer and wink, 

He bade me on you press this one word — * think I' 

Ye sprightly youths, quite flushed with hope and spiri<^ 

Who think to storm the world by dint of merits 

To you the dotard has a deal to say. 

In his sly, dry, sententious, proverb way: 

He bids you mind, amid your thoughtless rattle, 

That the first blow is ever half the battle ; 

That though some by the skirt may try to snatch him, 

Yet by the forelock is the hold to catch him ; 

That whether doing, suffering, or forbearing. 

You may do miracles by persevering. 

Last, though not least in love, ye youthful fair, 
Angelic forms, high Heaven's peculiar care I 
To you old Bald-pate smooths his wrinkled brow. 
And humbly begs you'll mind the important Now ! 
To crown your happiness he asks your leave, 
And offers bliss to give and to receive. 

For our sincere, though haply weak endeavours, 
With grateful pride we own your many favours ; 
And howsoe'er our tongues may ill reveal it^ 
Believe our glowing bciems truly fed it. 
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I can HO more. If <mce I wm dear of ilue damned farm, I ahmild 
teepire more at ease. 

lliree days after the writing of this fretful letter, he ita restored 
to a calmer hamooir. 

TO MB WILLIAM DXJNBAR, WJ3. 

ELLI8LANP, Uth Jmumrp ITMi 

SiNCB we are here creatures of a daj, since *a few summer days^ 
and a few winter nights, and the life of man is at an end,' why, my 
dear, much-esteemed sir, should you and I let negligent indolence 
— for I know it is nothing worse — step in between us and bar the 
enjoyment of a mutual correspondence ? We are not shapen out 
of the common, heavy, methodical clod, the elemental stu^ of the 
plodding, selfish race, the sons of Arithmetic and Prudence ; our 
feelings and hearts are not benumbed and poisoned by the cursed 
influence of riches, which, whatever blessing they may be in other 
reelects, are no friends to the nobler qualities of the heart : in the 
name of random sensibility, then, let never the moon change on our 
silence any more. I have had a tract of bad health most part of 
this winter, else you had heard from me long ere now. ThaiUc 
Heaven, I am now got so much better as to be able to partake a little 
in the enjoyments of life. 

Our friend Cunningham will perhaps have told yon of my going 
into the Excise. The truth is, I found it a very convenient business 
to have £50 per annum, nor have I yet felt any of these mortifying 
circumstances in it that I was led to fear. 

Feb, 2d, — I have not, for sheer hurry of business, been able to 
spare five minutes to finish my letter. Besides my farm business, I 
ride on my Excise matters at least 200 miles every week. I have 
not by any means given up the Muses. You will see in the third 
volume of Johnson's Scots Songs that I have contributed my mite 
there. 

Biit, my dear sir, little ones that look up to you for paternal 
protection are an important charge. I have already two fine healthy 
stout little fellows, and I wish to throw some light upon them. I 
have a thousand reveries and schemes about them and their future 
destiny — not that I am a Utopian projector in these things. I am 
resolved never to breed up a son of mine to any of the learned 
professions. I know the value of IndependeAce ; and since I cannot 
give my sons an independent fortune, I shall give them an inde- 
pendent line of life. What a chaos of hurry, chance^ and changes 
is this world, when one sits soberly down to reflect on it I To a 
father, who himself knows the world, the thought that he shall have 
sons to usher into it must fill him with dread; but if he have 
daughters, the prospect in a thoughtful moment is apt to shock him. 

I hope Mrs Eordyee and the two young ladies are well. Do let me 
fyrge% that they are nieces of youn^ and let me say that I never saw 
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a more inteTesting, sweeter pair of sisters in 1117 life. I am Um feol 
of my feelings and attachments. I often take up a volmne of 
my Spenser to realise yon to my ima^ation,^ and think over the 
social sceneb we have had together. God grant that there may be 
another, world more congenial to honest fellows beyond this: a 
world where these rubs and plagues of absence^ distance, misfortunes^ 
ill health, &c. shall no more damp hilarity and divide iriendriiip. 
This I know is your throng season, but half a page will much oblige^ 
my dear sir, yours sincerely, B. B. 

Mrs Dnnlop appears to have at this time accompanied one of 
her many kind letters with a present, perhaps with some reference 
to the thirty-furst birthday of the bard, which was approaching. 
On that day he wrote to her one of the most interesting of Ids 
letters : 

TO KBS DUI?L0P. 

Elltsxans, SSe% Jemnmy 1790i 

It has been owing to unremitting hurry of business that I have 
not written to you, madam, long ere now. My health is greatly 
better, and I now begin once more to share in satis&ctton and 
enjoyment with the rest of my fellow-creatures. 

Many thanks, my much-esteemed friend, for your kind lottos ; 
but why will you make me run the risk of being contemptible and 
mercenary in my own eyes ? When I pique myself on my independent 
q>irit, I hope it is neither poetic licence nor poetic rant : and I 
am so flattered with the honour you have done me, in TOftkmg me 
your compeer in friendship and friendly correspondence, that I 
cannot without pain and a degree of mortification be reminded of 
the real inequality between our situations. 

Most sincerely do I rejoice with you, dear madam, in the good 
news of Anthony. Not only your anxiety about his fate, but my 
own esteem for such a noble, warm-hearted, manly young fellow, in 
the little I had of his acquaintance, has luterested me deeply in his 
fortunes. 

Falconer, the unfortunate author of the Shipwreds, whidi yon so 
much admire, is no more. .After witnessing the dreadful catastrophe 
he so feelingly describes in his poem, and after weathering many 
hard gales of fortune, he went to the bottom with the Aurora 
£rigatel 

I foiget what part of Scotland had the honour of giving him birth^ 
but he was the son of obscurity and misfortune.' He was one of 
those daring, adventurous spirits which Scotland, beyond any other 
country, is remarkaUe for producing. Little does the fond mother 
tiiink as she hangs delighted over the sweet little leech at her 

1 The poet's copy of Spenser was a present fnm Mr Danbar. 

• Fidcomer was tbe soo of a tradesman in the Netberbow olBcUabnigb. 
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ftosoniy where the poor fellow maj hereafter wander, and what 
may he his fiiie. I remember a stanza in an old Soottish ballad,! 
which, notwithstanding its rade simplicity, speaks feelingly to the 
heart-^ 

• Little did my mother think. 
That day she cradled me, 
What land I -was to trar^ in. 
Or what death I should die ! ' 

Old Scottish songs are^ yon know, a &Toarite study and pursoit of 
mine;^ and now I am on that subject, allow me to fpve you two 
stanzas of another old simple ballad, which I am sure will i^ease you. 
The catastrophe of the piece is a poor mined female lamenting her 
fitte. She concludes with this pathetic wish— 

* O that my ikther had ne'er on me smiled; 
O that my mother had ne'er to me songt 
O thft my cradle had nerer been rocked ; 
Bat that I had died when I was yoong ! 

O that the grave it were my bed ; 

My blankets were my winding-eheet ; 
The clodES and the worms my bedfellows a' t 

jknd O sae soond as I should de^ ! ' 

I do not remember in all my reading to have met with anything 
more truly the language of misery than the exclamation in the last 
line. Misery is like h>ye ; to speak its language truly^ the author 
must have felt it 

I am every d^ e:q)ecting the doctor to give your little godson' 
the small-pox. They are r^e in the country, and I tremble for his 
&te. By the way, I cannot help congratulating you on his looks and 
q[>irit. Bvery person who sees him acknoi^^ledges him to be the 
finest, handsomest child he has ever seen. I am myself delijg^hted 
with the manly swell of his little chest, and a certain miniature 
- dignity in the carriage of his head, and the glance of his fine black 
eye» which promise Sie undaunted gallantry of an independent mind. 
I thought to have sent you some rhymes, but time forbids^ I 
promise you poetry until you are tired of it next time I have the 
honour of assuring you how truly I am, &c. B. B. 

AboQt this time the Clarinda correspondence was for a moment 
renewed, the following letter appearing as an answer to one from 
the lady, which has not been preserved. It is remarkable for the 
admission it makes of misconduct in his past career, though infer- 
ring that the circumstances in which imprudence had involved 

> Queen llaiy had firar attendants of her own Christian name. In the ballad 
mentioned by Bums, one of these gentlewomen is described as murdering her 
illegitimate child, and suflMng for the crime ; and the rerse quoted is one of her lasl 
«zpresBion» at the place of execution. The inc^ent is supposed to be fictitious. 

s The bard's mctmH son. Francis. 



* The bard's aeoond son, Francis. 
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him leSt him no means of a spoUeM esci^e. There can scarcely 
be a doubt that the song with which it closes was written in com- 
pliment to his correspondent. From few men besides Bums could 
any lady have expected, along with an apology for deserting her 
only twenty months ago, a pleasant-faced canzonet of compliment 
declaring we world to be lightless without love. 



STLYANDER TO CLARINDA. 

iAboutFa>ruaiy ITW.y 

I HATB indeed been ill, madam, this whole winter. An incessant 
headache, depression of spirits, and all the truly miserable conse- 
quences of a deranged nervous system, have made dreadful havoc 
of my health and peace. Add to all this, a line of life, into which I 
have lately entered, obliges me to ride upon an average at least two 
hundred miles every week. However, thank Heaven, I am now 
greatly better in my health. ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

I cannot^ wiU not, enter into extenuatory circnmstanoes ; dse I 
could shew you how my precipitate, headlong, unthinking conduct^ 
leagued with a conjuncture of unlucky events to Uirust me out of a 
possibility of keeping the path of rectitude ; to curse me by an 
irreconcilable war between my duty and my nearest wishes, and 
to damn me with a choice only of different species of error and 
misconduct. 

I dare not trust myself farther with this subject. The following 
song is one of my latest productions, and I send it you as I would 
do anything else, because it pleases myself: — 

MY LOVELY NANCY. 
Tunc— 27k« Quaker't Wife. 

Thine am I, my faithful fair. 

Thine, my lovely Nancy ; 
Every pulse along my veins, 

Every roving fancy. 

To thy bosom lay my heart, 

There to throb and languish : 
Though despair had wrung its core^ 

That would h^ its ang^ush. 

Take away those rosy lips, 

Bich with balmy treasure ; 
Turn away thine eyes of love, 

Lest I die with pleasure. 

1 In the authorised editkm of the correspondence thl^ letter is conjeotnrally dated 
fpring of 1791. The hypochondria complained of, and the allusion to the recent 
«lltranoe upon the Excise business, brin^ it for certain a year fiirthcr bade 
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Wliat is life wfadn wanting loref 

Nig^t wlihoat a morning : 
Love 's the cloudless summer sanf 

Katare gay adorning. 

Towards the conclasion of the theatrical season at Damfries, 
Goila came once more to the aid 'of Mr Manager Sutherland ; bat 
it cannot be said that her effusion was such as to hold forth a 
very £Eiyourable prognostic of dramatic effort. 



PBOLOOim FOR MB SUTHERLAND'S BENEFIT NIGHT, DUKFRIXS. 

What needs this din about the town o* Lon'on, 
How this new play and that new sang is comin*f 
Why is outlandish stuff* sae meikle courted ? 
Does nonsense mend like whisky, when imported! 
Is there nae poet^ burning keen for fame. 
Will try to gie us songs and plays at hamef 
For comedy abroad he needna toil, ^ 

A fool and knave are plants of every soil ; 
Kor need he hunt as far as Bome and Greece 
To gather matter for ft serious piece ; 
There's themes enough in Caledonian stozy, 
Would shew the tragic Muse in a' her gloty» 

Is there no daring bard will rise, and tell 

How glorious Wallace stood, how hapless fell ! 

Where are the Muses fled that could produce 

A drama worthy o' the name o' Bruce; 

How here, even here, he first unsheathed the sword 

'Gainst mighty England and her guilty lord ; 

And after mony a bloody, deathless doing. 

Wrenched his dear country from the jaws of ruin t 

O for a Shakspeare or an Otway scene. 

To draw the lovely, hapless Scottish Queen f 

Vaui aU th' omnipotence of female charms 

'Gainst headlong, ruthless, mad rebellion's arms. 

She fell, but fell with spirit truly Boman, 

To glut the vengeance of a rival woman : 

A woman — ^though the phrase may seem uncivil — 

As able and as cruel as the devil \ 

One Douglas lives in Home's immortal page, 

But Douglasses were heroes every age : 

And though your fathers, prodigal of life, 

A Douglas followed to the martial strife^ 

Perhaps if bowls row rights and Bight succeeds^ 

Te yet may follow where a Dougls^ leads 1 
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As ye hae generooB done^if a' Uie land 

Would take the Mnees* serTants by the lumd ; 

Kot only hear, but patronise, befriend them, 

And -where ye justly can commend, commend them ; 

And aiblinf when they winna stand the teei^ 

"Wink hard, and say the folks hae done their best ! 

Would a' the land do this, then 111 be caution 

Tell soon hae poets o' the Scottish nation. 

Will gar Fame blaw until her trumpet crack, 

And warsle Time, and lay him on ins backl stilye with 

For us and fcx oyr stage should ony spier, n^ 

* Wha's aught thae duels maks a' this bustle here!' men 

Hy best leg foremost, 111 set up my brow. 

We have the honour to belong to you ! 

We're your ain bairns, e'en guide us as ye like^ chOdran 

But like gude mithers, shore before you strike. timfitea 

And gratefu' still I hope ye'll ever find us, 

For a' the patronage and meikle kindness 

We've got frae a' professions, sets, and ranks : 

God help us I we're but poor — ^ye 'se get but thanks. 

The third* Tolome of the ScaU Musical Museum had been 
going on, Bomewhi^ more slowly than the second, but -with an 
equal amount of assistance firom Burns. Besides the songs 
already dted since the date of the second volume, he contributed 
many which, as they bore no particular reference to his own 
history, nor any other trait by which the exact date of their 
composition could be ascertained, are here presented in one 
group. Several of them are, however, only old songs mended ar 
extended by Bums. 



TIBBIE DUNBAR. 

~ Tvnn—Johnnp 3P0UL 

6 wilt thou go wi' me, sweet Tibbie Dunbar f 

wilt thou go wi' me, sweet Tibbie Dunbtff f 
Wilt thou ride on a horse or be drawn in a car. 
Or walk by my side, sweet Tibbie Dunbar! 

1 carena thy daddie, his lands and his money, 
I carena thy kin, sae high and sae lordly; 
But say thou wilt hae me, for better for waur. 
And come in Uiy coatie^ sweet Tibbie Dunbar! 
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THB O^RBBNEB Wl' HIS PAIDLE. 

. Ivaz—The Gardenen^ March. 

[ItwiU be ftnmd tbat Burai ■absequenUjr prodnoed » new Teniosi of tldfl mmg^ 
fihMigfng tbe buiden at the doae of the etaaiM.] 

I When rosy mom comes in wi' showers, 

To deck her gay green birken bowers, 
I Then busy, busy are his hours, 

The gardener wi' his paidle. 

I The crystal waters gently fa'. 

The merry birds are lovers a', 
I The scented breezes round him blaw, 

The gardener wi' his paidle. 

When purple morning starts the hare, 
\ To steal upon her early fare, 

Then through the dews he maun repair, 
The gardener wl' his paidle. 

When day, expiring in the west, 
The curtain draws of Nature's rest^ 
He flies to her arms he loes the best^ 
The gardener wi' his paidle. 



HIGHLAND HARRT. 

[Of fhii song Buma says : *The ohonie I pieked up tnm an old wonun in 
DunUaae t the lest of the song is mine.' It is evident that the poet haa under- 
stood the ehonis in a Jacobite sense, and written his own yersea in that stimiB 
Bcoovdingly. Mr Peter Bnohaa has, nerertheless, ascertained thai the origiBal 
\ wmg related to a'love attadunent betweoi Harry Lmnadale, the aeoond son of a 

' Highland gentleman, and Bfiss Jeanie Gordon, daughter to the Laird of Knockes- 
peck, in Aberdeenshire. The lady was married to her ooosin, Habichie Gordon, a 
■on of the Laird of Rhynie ; and some time after, hef farmer lover having met her 
and shakMi her hand, her hnsband drew his sword in anger, and lopped ofT several 
of Lnmsdale's lingers, which Higldand Harry took so much to heart, that he soon 
alter died.— See Hogg and Motherwell's edition of Bums, iL 1970 
\ 

My Harry was a gaUant gay, 

Fn' stately strode he on the plain s 
But now he's banished far away ; 
I'll never see him hack again* 

for him back again ! 
O for him back again ! 

1 wad ne a' Knockhaspie's land 
For Highland Harry back agdn. 
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When a' the lave gae ta their bed, ^ net 

I wander dowie up the glen ; aad 

I set me down and greet my fill, cry 
And aye I wish Mm back again. 

O were some villains hangit high. 

And ilka body had their ain I 
Then I might see the joyfu' sight. 

My Highland Harry back again. 



BONNIS ANN. 

Air— Fc CMlants InighL 

£* I oompoaed thia aong oat of oompliment to Miss Ann Hastorton, the daughter of 
nay friend Allan Masterton, the author of the air ** Strathallan's Lament,*' and two 
or three others in this worlc'^Bumf, Miss Masterton afterwards became Mm 
Derbishire, and was living in London in 1834.] 

Ye gallants bright, I rede ye righti 

Beware o' bonnie Ann ; 
Her comely face sae fii* o' grace^ 

Tour heart she will trepan. 
Her een sae bright, like stars by nighty 

Her skin is like the swan; 
Sae jlmply laced her genty waist, 

That sweetly ye might 9pftn. 

Youth, grace^ and love attendant move^ 

And {Measure leads the van : 
In a' their charms and conquering arms 

They wait on bonnie Ann. 
The captive bands may chain the hands, ^ 

But love enslaves the man ; 
Ye gallants braw, I rede you a', 

Beware o' bonnie Ann t 



JOHN ANDERSON. 
T!vvm--JohnAndenonmi/jo, 
JotaoL Anderson my jo, John, 

When we were first acquent, 

Your looks were like the raven. 

Your bonnie brow was brent; 

But now your brow is held, Jolm, 

Your locks are like the snaw ; 

But blessings on your frosty pow, 

John Anderson my jo. 
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John Anderson my jo, John, 

We clamb the hill thegiihery 
And mony a canty day, John, 

We've had wi' ane aniiher : 
Now we maun totter down, John, 

Bni hand in hand we'll go, 
And deep thegither at the foot^ 

John Anderson my ja 



THB BATTLE OF SHBRIFF-MUIB.! 
Tvitm^Oamenmian BanL 

[Ib thii instance, Bums has concentrated in hii own langoage a more difftue 
Bong on tlie same snlijeot which la nnderstood to have been the compoeition of Mr 
B&rday, a Berean minister of some note about the middle of the last centuiy, nncto 
to the distingnished anatomist of the same name.] 

^* cam ye here the fight to shun. 

Or herd the sheep wi' me, man t 
Or were ye at the Sherra-muir, 

And did the battle see, man t' 
*l saw the battle, sair and tough, 
And reekin' red ran mony a sheugh ; diannel 

My heart, for fear, gaed soufh for sough, as^ 

To hear the thuds, and see the duds, knocks 

0* clans fne woods, in tartan duds, dotbes 

Wha glaumed at kingdoms three, man. grasped 

* The red-coat lad% wi^ black cockades. 

To meet them were na slaw, man ; 
They rushed and pushed, and bluid ou%ushed, 

And mony a bouk did fa\ man : corpse 

The great Argyle led on his files, 
I wat they glanced for twenty miles : 
They hack^ and hashed, while broadswords clashed. 
And through they dashed, and hewed, and smashed. 

Till fey men died awa, man. predestined 

*Bnt had you seen the philabegs. 

And skyrin tartan trews, man ; shining 

When in the teeth they dared our Whigs, 

And covenant true blues, man ; 
In lines extended lang and large. 
When bayonets opposed the targe. 
And thousands hastened to the charge, 

* * This was written abouf the time onr bard made his tear to the Highiancw, 
1787.*— C^nrie; Gilbert Bums entertained a doubt if the song was by his brother; 
but for this we can see no Just grounds. 
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Wi' Highland wrath Uiey has the dieath 
Drew blades o' death, till, out o' breath, 
They fled like frighted does, man.' 

* O how deil, Tam, can that be true ! 

The chase gaed frae the North, man; 
I saw myself, they did pursue 

The horsemen back to Forth, man; 
And at Dunblane, in my ain sight, 
They took the brig wi' a' their might, 
And straught to Stirling winged their fl^ht ; 
But, cursed lot I the gates were shut ; 
And mony a huntit, poor red-coat, 

For fear amaist did swarf, man !' swDon 

* My sister Kate cam up the gate 

Wi' crowdie mito me, man ; panidEfli 

She swore she saw some rebels run 

Frae Perth unto Dundee, man : 
Their left-hand general had nae sldll, 
The Angus lads had nae good will 
That day their neibors' blood to spill ; 
For fear, by foes^ that they should lose 
Their cogs o' brose — ^all crying woes; 

And so it goes, you see, man. 

< They've lost some gallant gentlemen 

Amang the Highland clans, man : 
I fear my Lord Panmure is slain. 

Or fallen in Whiggish hands, man : 
Kow wad ye sing this double fight. 
Some fell for wrang^ and some for right ; 
But mony bade the world guid-night ; 
Then ye may tell, how pell and mell. 
By red claymores, and muskets' knell| 
Wi' dying yell, the Tories fell. 

And Whigs to hell did flee, man.' 



BLOOMING NEtLT. 
Tuvm—On a Batik qfFlowtn, 

On a bank of flowers, in a summer day, 

For summer lighdy drest, 
The youthful, blooming Nelly lay, 

With love and sleep opprest ; 
When Willie, wandering through the woo<^ 

Who for her &vour oft had sued. 
He gazed, he wished, he feared, he ^blushed, 

Aiid trembled where he stood. 
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Her doe^d eyes like weapons dieaihed. 

Were sealed in soft r^>08e ; 
Her lip^ still as she fragrant breathed, 

It ridier dyed the rose. 
The springing lilies sweetly prest, 

Wild-wanton, kissed her rival breast ; 
He gazed, he wished, he feared, he bludied-* 

^8 bosom ill at rest. 

Her robes light waving in the breeze, 

Her tender limbs embrace ; 
H^ lovely form, her native ease^ 

All harmony and grace : 
Tumultuous tides his pulses roll, 

A faltering, ardent kiss he stole; 
He gazed, he wished, he feared, he blushed. 

And sighed his very soul. 

As flies the i>artridge from the brake 

On feor-inspir^d wings. 
So Nelly starting, half awake^ 

Away affrighted springs : 
But Wniy foUowed, as he should; 

He overtook her in the wood; 
He vowed, he prayed, he found the maid 

Foraying all and good. 



MY HEART'S IN THE HIGHLANDS. 

TtTMB^FaOte nit Miosg, 

My heart's in the Highlands, my heart is not here ; 
My heart's in the Highlands a-chasing the deer; 
A-chasing Uie wild deer, and following the roe-^ 
My heart's in the Highlands wherever I go. 

Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to tiie North, 
The birthplace of valour, the country of worth;. 
Wherever I wander, wherever I rove. 
The hills of the Highlands for ever I love. 

Farewell to the mountains high covered with snow; 
Farewell to the straths and green valleys below : 
Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging woods; 
Farewdl to the torrents and load-pouring floods. 
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My heart's in the Highhmds, my heart is sot here; 
My heart's in the Highlands archasing the deer : 
A-chasing the wild deer, and following the roe — 
My heart's in the Highlands wherever I go. 

[In this song Boms oang^t np the single streak ot poetry which existed in a 
well-known old stall song, entitled The Strong Walls of Dmy, and whidi com- 
meiioes thns : 

' The first day I landed 'twas on Irish ground. 
The tidings came to me iirom &ir Derry town, 
That my love was married, and to my sad wo. 
And I lost my first love by courting too slow.* 
After many stanzas of similar doggrel, the auUunr breaks out, as under an lnqpira> 
tion, with the one fihe Terse, which Btmia afterwards seized as a basis fixr his own 
beaufiftd ditty: . 

' My heart 's in the Highlands, my heart is not here; 
My heart's in the Highlands a-chasing the deer ; 
A-chasing the deer, and following the roe— 
My heart'a in the Highlands wherever I go.*] 



THE BANKS OF NITH. 
Tvsx—Robie donna Cforaeh. 
The Thames flows proudly to the sea^ 

Where royal cities stately stand ; 
But sweeter flows the Nith, to me, 

Where Cummins ance had high command ; 
00 When shall I see that honoured land, 

That winding stream I love so dear f 
Must wayward fortune's adverse hand 
For ever, ever keep me here I 

How lovely, Nith, thy fruitful vales^ 

Where spreading hawthorns gaily bloom) 
How sweetly wind thy sloping dales, 

Where lambkins wanton through the broom ! 
Though wandering, now, must be my doom, 

Far from thy bonnie banks and braes, 
May there my latest hours consume, 

Amang the friends of early days 1 



MT HEART IS A-BREAKIMO, DEAR TXTTIE ! 

My heart is a-breaking, dear tittie 1 
Some counsel unto me come len'. 
To anger them a' is a pity, 
hh But what will I do wi' Tarn Glen f 

I'm thinking wi' sic a braw fellow 
In poortith I might make a fen'; 

What care I in riches to wallow, 
If I mannna marry Tam Gl^l 



> 
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There's Lowrie, the Laird o* DromeUery 
Guid-day to you, brute 1 he comes ben ; • 

He brags and he blaws o' his siller, 

But when will he dance like Tarn Glen! 

My minnie does constantly deave me^ motber 

And bids me beware o' young men ; 

They flatter, she says, to deceive me, 
£iit wha can think sae o* Tarn C^enf 

My daddie says, gin 111 forsake him. 
He'll gie me guid hunder marks ten : 

But if it's ordained I maun take him, 
O wha will I get but Tarn Glen ! 

Yestreen at the valentines^ dealing, * 

My heart to my mou' gied a sten ; boniid 

For thrice I drew ane without failing. 
And thrice it was written — ^Tam Glen. 

' The last Halloween I was waukin — 

My droukit sark-sleeve, as ye ken ; wet 

His likeness cam up the house stauldn, 
And the very gray breeks o' Tarn Glen I 

Come connsel, dear tittie I don't tarry — 

I'll gie you my bonnie black hen, 
Gif ye will advise me to marry 

The lad I loe dearly— Tarn Glen. 

The volume was introduced by a short preface, evidently from 
the pen of Bums — to whose credit, indeed, this work may almost 

wholly be placed. ' As this is not one of those many 

publications which are hourly ushered into the world merely to 
catch the eye of fashion in her frenzy of a day, the editor has' 
little to hope or fear from the herd of readers. Consciousness of 
the well-loaown merit of our Scottish music, and the national 
fondness of a Scotchman for the productions of his own country, 
are at once the editor^s motive and apology for this undertaking ; 
and where any of the pieces in the collection may perhaps be 
found wanting at the critical bar of the first, he appeals to the 
honest prejudices of the last.' 

A circumstance has been obligingly reported to me by Sir James 
S. Monteath of Closebum, as iUustrating the artist-like care with 
which Bums even now elaborated and finished his songs. ' There 
was then living in Closebum parish a respectable woman, Christina 
Eirkpatrick, married to a mason named Flint. She had a 
masculine understanding; was well acquainted with the old musio^ 
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the BODgs and baDads of Scotland ; and, having a ^e voice and 
good ear, she sang them remarkably well. At a subsequent 
time, when the poet^s mother lived on a farm which forms part of 
this estate, she was on intimate terms with Kirsty, to whom, on 
the removing with her son Gilbert to East Lothian, she gave 
several little presents ; amongst the rest, the low - seated deal- 
chair on which she had nursed the poet and the rest of her 
children. This was obligingly presented to me by Kirsty on her 
deathbed, and it is now in my possession. 

'When Bums dwelt at Ellisland, he was accustomed, after 
composing any of his beautiful songs, to pay Kirsty a visit, that 
he might hear them sung by her. He often stopped her in the 
course of the singing, when he found any word harsh and grating 
« to his ear, and substituted one more melodious and pleasmg. 
From Kirsty^s extensive acquaintance with the old Scotch airs, 
she was frequently able to suggest to the poet music more 
suitable to the song she was singing than that to which he had 
set it.' 1 

It may also be remarked that Bums was to some extent 
assisted in the same manner by his wife, whose vocal powers and 
acquaintance with Scottish airs were much beyond what is common. 



TO MB PBTBR HILI^ BOOKSELLER, BBIKBUBGH. 

Ellislavd, Sd Fed. 1700. 

Ko 1 1 will not say one word about apologies or excuses for not 
writing — ^I am a poor, rascally ganger, condemned to gallop at least 
200 mUes every week to inspect &ij ponds and yeasty barrels, and 
where can I find time to write to, or importance to interest anybody! 
The upbraidings of my conscience, nay, the upbraidings of my wife, 
have persecuted me on your account these two or three months 
past I wish to Qod I was a great man, that my correspondence 
might throw light upon you, to let the world see what you really 
are ; and then I would make your fortune, without putting my hand 
in my pocket for you, which, like aU other great men, I sui^>08e I 
would avoid aji much as possible. What are you doing, and how are 
you doing! Have you lately seen any of my few fnends! What 

1 A statement canflnnatcny of the anecdote in the text is made in a commoni* 
cation of the late Professor Thomas OiUespie, of Bt Andrews, to the Edinburph 
Literary Jaumalt December 12, 18S9 : * When a schoolboy at '^allace-haU Academy, 
I saw Bums's horse tied by the bridle to the meek of a cottage-door in the neigh* 
l>ourtiood of Thomhill, and lingered for scxne time listening to the songs whk^ 
seated in an ann-diair by the fireside, Bums was listening to. Betty if) Flin* 
was the name of the songstress. She was neither pretty nor witty, but she had 
a pipe of the most overpowering pitch, and a taste for song. . . . Bhe sang even 
to us laddies, THire't not hidt about ike house, and Bratc, braiw lade O'Gala Woier^ 
most inimitiUy. 
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has become of the borough beforh, or how is the fote of my poor 
namesake Mademoiselle Baftis decided? Which of their grave 
lordships can lay his hand on his heart, and say that he has not 
taken advantage of such frailty! * * * O man I but for thee and 
thy selfish appetites and dishonest artifices, that beauteous form, and 
ibai once innocent and still ingenuous mind, might have shone 
conspicuous and lovely in the faithful wife and the afiectionate ^ 
mother; and shall the unfortimate sacrifice to thy pleasures have no ' 
claim on thy humanity 1 1 ♦ ♦ ♦ 

I saw lately in a review some extracts from a new pogm, called 
the ViUage Curate;^ send it me. I want likewise a cheap copy of 
The World, Mr Armstrong, the young- poet, who does me the 
honour to mention me so kindly in his works, please give him my 
best thanks for the copy of his book.^ I shall write him my first 
leisure hour. I like his poetry much, but I think his style in prose ^ 
quite astonishing. 

What is become of that veteran in genius, wit, and ♦ ♦ *, Smellie, 
and his book ! Give him my complunents. Does Mr Qraham of 
Gartmore ever enter your shop now! He is the noblest instance 
of great talents, great fortune, and great worth that ever I saw in 
cQigunction. Remember me to Mrs Hill i, and believe me to be, my 
dear sir, ever yours^ B. B. 



TO MB WILLIAM NIOOL. 

Bllibland, Feb. 9, 1790. 

My pear Sib— That mare of yours is dead. I would freely 

have given her price to have saved her ; she has vexed me beyond 
description. Indebted as I was to your goodness beyond what I can 
ever repay, I eagerly grasped at your offer to have the mare with 
me. That I m^t at least shew my readiness in wishing to be 
grateful, I took every care of her in my power. She was never 
crossed for riding above half a score of times by me or in my keep- 
ing. I drew her in the plough, one of three, for one poor week. I 
refused fifty-five shillings for her, which was the highest bode I 
could squeeze for her. I fed her up, and had her in fine order for 
Dumfries fair; when, four or five days before the fair, she was 
seized with an unaccountable disorder in the sinews, or somewhere 
in the bones of the neck ; with a weakness or total want of power in 
"her fillets ; and, in short, the whole vertebrse of her spine seemed to 
be diseased and unhinged ; and in eight-and-forty hours, in spite of 
the two best farriers in the country, she died, and be to her! 



1 The frail female here aUuded to had "been the suhject of some rather c. 

magisterial prooeedings, which took their character from Creech, and roused tamo 
pablio feeliag in her behall 

«The ViUc^e Curate, a poem (8vo, 2s. 6d. sewed. Johnson, London), is reviewed 
In the Scots Maffozine Cor October 1789. 

> A -volume entitled JuvmllePoem, by John Armstrong, student in the Universitj 
9t Bdlnbuigfa, appeared in the latter part of 1789. 
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The fiuners said ihat she had been quite stnuned in the fillets 
beyxmd cure before you had bought h& ; and that the poor devil, 
though she might keep a little flesh, had been jaded «ad quite worn 
out with &tigue and oppression. While she was with me she was 
under my own eye, and I assure you, my much-valued friend, every- 
thing was done fen: her that could be done ; and the accident has 
. vex^ me to Uie heart In foct, I could not pluck up spirits to write 
to you on account of the unfortunate business. 

There is little new in this country. Our theatrical company, of 
which you must have heard, leave us this week. Their merit and 
character are indeed very great, both on the stage and in private 
life: not a worthless creature among them; and tiieir encourage- 
ment has been accordingly. Their usual run is from eighteen to 
twenty-iive pounds a night : seldom less than the one, and the house 
will hold no more than the other. There have been repeated 
instances of sending away six, and eight, and ten pounds a night for 
want of room. A new theatre is to be built by subscription ; the 
first stone is to be laid on Friday first to come. Three hundred 
guineas have been raised by thirty subscribers, and thirty more 
might have been got if wanted. The manager, Mr Suthierland, was 
introduced to me by a friend from Ayr ; and a worthier or cleverer 
fellow I have rarely met with. Some of our clergy have slipt in by 
stealth now and then ; but they have got up a farce of their own. 
Tou must have heard how the Rev. Mr Lawson of Kirkmahoe, 
seconded by the Rev. Mr Kirkpatrick of Dunscore,^ and the rest of 
that faction, have accused, in formal process, the unfortunate and 
Bev. Mr Heron of Eirkgunzeon, that in ordaining Mr Nielsen to the 
cure of souls in ' Kirkbean, he, the said tieron, feloniously and 
treasonably bound the said Nielson to the confession of faith, so far 
OB it was a{freeahle to reason and the word of God ! 

Mrs B. begs to be remembered most gratefully to you. Littld 
Bobby and Frank are charmingly well and healthy. I am jaded to 
death with fatigue. For these two or three months, on an average, 
I have not ridden less than 200 miles per week. I have done 
little in the poetic way. I have given Mr Sutherland two Prologv^s, 
one of which was delivered last week. I have likewise strung four 
or five barbarous stanzas, to the tune of Chetfy Oha^e, by way of 
Elegy on your poor unfortunate mare, beginning (the name she got 
here was Peg Nicholson)^ 

PEG NICHOLSON. 

Peg Kicholson was a good bay mare, 

As ever trode on aim ; 
But now she's floating down the Kith, 

And past the mouth o* Cairn. 

1 Biini>*B own parish priest 

' In bnrleaqne sUuBion, it may be presumed, to the insane woman, MaigaxH 
Kioholaon, who made an attempt to stab George IIT. with a knife, August 1786L 
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Peg Nicholson was a good bay inare^ 

And rode through thick and thin ; 
But now she's floating down the NiUi^ 

And wanting even the skin. 

Peg Nicholson was a good bay rnare^ 

And ance she bore a priest ; 
But now she's floating down the Ni^ 

For Solway fish a feast. 

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare, 

And the priest he rode her sair ; • 

And much oppressed and bruised she was, 
As priest-rid cattle are — &c. &c. 

My best compliments to Mrs Nicol, and little Neddy, and all the 
&mily : I hope Ned is a good scholar, and will come out to gather 
nuts and apples with ituP next harvest. B. B. 



TO 

Ellisland, 1790. 

Dear SiR—'Whether in the way of my trade I can be of any 
service to the Rev. Doctor,^ is, I fear, very doubtful. Ajax's shield 
consisted, I think, of seven bull-hides and a plate of brass, which 
altogether set Hector's utmost force at defiance. Alas ! I am not a 
Hector, and the worthy doctor's foes are as securely armed as 
Ajaxwas. Ignorance, superstition, bigotry, stupidity, malevolence, 
self-ccmceit, envy— all strongly bound in a massy fi^une of brazen 
impudence. Good God, sir I to such a shield, humour is the peck of a 
sparrow, and satire the pop^gun of a schoolboy. Creation-disgracing 
ic^Urata such as they, Ood only can mend, and the devil only 
can punish. In the comprehending way of Caligula, I wish they aU 
had but one neck. I feel impotent as a child to the ardour of my 
wishes! O for a withering curse to. blast the germina of their 
wicked machinaticms. O for a poisonous tornado, winged from the 
torrid zone of Tartarus, to sweep the spreading crop of their 
villanous contrivances to the lowest hell I B. B. 

The poet's young brother, William, who had latterly been 
employed at Newcastle, was now resolved to adventure into the 
great field of London, and he wrote (24th January 1790) to Robert 
for a letter of introduction to his old preceptor Murdoch. * You 
promised,' he adds, * when I was intending to go to Edinburgh, 
to write me some instructions about behaviour in companiei 

» DrM*Gfll,ofAyr. 
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rather above my station, to which I nught be eventnallj introduced* 
As I may be introduced into such companies at Murdoch^s or on 
his account, when I go to London, I wish you would write me 
some such instructions now ^ I never had more need of them, for, 
having spent little of my time in company of any sort since I 
came to Newcastle, I have almost forgot the common civilities of 
life. To these instructions pray add some of a moral kind, for 
tiiough — either through the strength of early impressions, or the 
frigidity of my constitution, I have hitherto withstood the temp- 
tation to those vices to which young men are so much addicted, 
yet I do not know if my virtue will be able to withstand the more 
powerful temptations of the metropolis; yet, through God^s 
assistance and your instructions, I hope to weather the storm.' ^ 

The innocence of this is certainly very charming; and one 
cannot but be amused at seeing Robert Bums applied to for an 
edification against the vices most besetting to young and hot 
blood. 



TO ICR WnXIAH BURNS, SADDLES, NBWCAStLB-ON-TTNE. 

Bjulialahd, lOtik February 1790i 

Mt dear Williah— .... Kow that you are setting out for thai 
place [London], put on manly resolve^ and determine to persevere ; 
and in that case you will less or more be sure of success. One or 
two things allow me to particularise to you. London swanns with 
worthless wretches who prey on their fellow-creatures' thoughtlessness 
or inexperience. Be cautions in formiug connectiotts with comrades 
and companions. You can be pretty good company to yourself and 
yon cannot be too shy of letting anybody know you further than to 

know you as a saddler. Another caution It is an impulse 

the hardest to be restrained; but if once a man accustoms himself 
to gratifications of that impidse^ it is then nearly or altogether 
impossible to restrain it 

I have gotten the Excise divisicm, in the middle of which I live. 
Poor litUe Frank is this morning at the height of the smidl-pox. I 
got him inoculated, and I hope he is in a go<Mi way. 

Write me before you leave Newcastle, and as soon as yon reach 
London. Li a word, if ever you be, as perhaps you may be^ in a 
strait for a little ready cash, you know my direction. I shidl not 
see you beat while you fight like a man. ^Farewell! Qod bless 
you. Bob*. Burns. 

The above letter shews how well Bums could point out 
1 Ovomdk'i BeliqiiM, p. S79i 
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prndential mles for others. He might well have added to somd 
parts of his preachment — 

< And may you better reck the rede^ 
Tham ever did ih* adviser 1 ' 

Dr Cmrrie published a little, jocular, rhyming epistle which 
Burns had sent to * a gentleman who had sent the poet a news- 
paper, and offered to continue it free of expense.^ There can 
scarcely be a doubt that thb gentleman was Peter Stuart, to 
whose newspaper, ITte Star, Bums had sent various contributions 
in prose and verse. Stuart desired to have the occasional assist- 
ance of Burns, and seems to have thought of sending his paper as 
an inducement and a remuneration. Mr Daniel Stuart reported 
in 1838 ^ that his brother had at this time offered Bums a salary 
for contributions, * quite as large as his Excise endowments/ He 
had forgot particulars; but he remembered his brother shewing 
Bums^s letters, and boasting of the correspondence of so great a 
genius. It is to be feared that this is not tme as to time, if trae 
at all. Neither can we think Mr Daniel Stuart right in calling 
this jocular epistle of Bums ' a sneering, unhandsome return * 
for his brother^s offer, whatever that might be. It is a piece of 
mere pleasantry, conceived in the purest good-humour, and with 
all desirable marks of good-feeling towards the person addressed: 

WRITTEN TO A GENTLEMAN WHO HAD SENT THE POET A NEWSPAPER, 
AND OFFERED TO CONTINUE IT FREE OF EXPENSE. 

Kind Sir^ I Ve read your paper through. 

And, faith, to me 'twas really new I 

How guessed ye, sir, what maist I wanted ! 

This mony a day I*ve graned and gamited, yswned 

To ken what French mischief was brewin', 

Or what the drumlie Dutch were doin'; niiiddy 

Thai vile doup-skelper, Emperor Joseph, 

If Yenus yet had got his nose off; 

Or how the collieshangie works contention 

Atween the Russians and the Turks; 

Or if the Swede, before he halt. 

Would play aaiUier Charles the Twalt :^ 

If Denmark, anybody spak o't ; 

Or Poland, wha had now the tack o't ; laue 

How cut-throat Prussian blades were hingin'; 

How hbbet Italy was singin' ; 

> See a oommnnioation of Mr Daniel Btaart, regarding some aUegations of Mr 
Colwidge, Oentleman's Magazine^ Jtily 1838. 

s Gustavus III. had attracted considerable notice in 1789 by his vigoroof measures 
against Russia, and the acrett of many of his nobUity who disapprovfld of hia 
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If Spaniard, Portuguese, or Swiss, 

Were sayin' or takin' aught amiss s 

Or how our merry lads at hame, 

In Britain's court, kept up the game : 

How Bojal George, the Lord leuk o'er him 1 

Was xAanaging St Stephen's quorum ; 

If sleekit Chatham Will was livin', Bmooth 

Or glaikit Charlie got his nieve in ; tboughUeas AbI 

How Daddie Burke the plea was cookin'. 

If Warren Hastings' neck was yeukin' ; 

How cesses, stents, and fees were raxed, 

Or if bare yet were taxed ; 

The news o' princes, dukes, and earis. 
Pimps, sharp^ bawds, and opera-girls; 
If tluit daft buckie, Qeordie Wales, . 
Was threshin' still at hizzies' tails ; 
Or if he was grown oughtlins denser, Bobenr 

And no a perfect kintra cooser. 
A' this and mair I never heard o^ 
And but for you I might despaired of. 
So grateftt', back your news I send you, 
And pray, a' guid things may attend yon ! 
Ellibland, Mondap morning, 1790* 

After all, from whatever cause, the gratuitous newspaper did 
not come very regularly, as appears from a subsequent note of 
remonstrance sent by the bard to headquarters : — 

Bear Peter, dear Peter, 

We poor sons of metre 
Are often negleckit, ye ken ; 

For instance, your sheet, man, 

(Though glad I 'm to see 't man), 
I get it no ae day in ten. — R. B. 

Mr Cunningham of Edinburgh, ever a zealous friend of Bums, 
had written to him as follows : — 

88tft January 1790. 

In some instances it is reckoned unpardonable to quote any one's 
own words ; but the value I have for your friendship nothing can 
more truly or more elegantly express than 

* "nine Vut the impreBshm etronger makes, 
Afl streams their channels deeper wear.' 

Having written to you twice without having heard from you, I am 
apt to think my letters have miscarried. My conjecture is only 
framed upon the chi4>ter of accidents turning up against me, as it 
too often does in the trivial, and I may with truth add, the more 
iBiportant afiairs of life; but I shall continue occanonaUy to iafonn 
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▼oa what is going on among the drde of your friends in these parts, 
in these days of merriment I have frequently heard your name 
proclaimed at the jovial board, under the roof of our hoqiitable 
friend at Stenhonse Mills ; there were no 

' Lingering moments numbered with care.' 

I saw your Address to the New- Tear in the < Dumfries JoumaL^ Of 
your productions I shall say nothing ; but my acquaintances allege 
that when your name is mentioned — which every man of celebrity 
must know often happens— I am the champion, the Mendoza, against 
all snarling critics and narrow-minded reptiles, of whom a few on 
tins planet do eratd. 

With best compliments to your wifa and her black-eyed sister, I 
remain yours, &o. 

Bums sent fta answer as soon as his now pressing engagements 
permitted. 

TO MB CUKNINaHAM. 

ElIiIsland, Wh Februarp 1790. 
I BEG your pardon, my dear and much- valued friend, for writing 
to you on this very unfashionable, unsightly sheet. 

' My poverty but not my will consents.* 

But to make amends, since of modish post I have none, except one 
poor widowed half-sheet of gilt, which lies in my drawer, among my 
plebeian foolscap pages, like the widow of a man of fashion whom 
that unpolite scoundrel, Necessity, has driven from Burgundy and 
Pine-apple to a dish of Bohea with the scandal-bearing helpmate of 
a village priest; or a glass of whisky- toddy with a ruby-nosed yoke- 
fellow of a foot-pad(&ng exciseman — ^I make a vow to enclose this 
sheetful of epistolary fragments in that my only scrap of gilt-pi^r. 

I am indeed your unworthy debtor for three friendly letters. I 
ought to have written to you long ere now ; but it is a literal £eu^ I 
have scarcely a spare moment It is not that I mU not write 
to you : Miss Burnet is not more dear to her guardian angel, nor 
his Grace the Duke of Queensberry to the powers of darkness^ 
than my friend Cunningham to me. It is not that I cannot write to 
you ; should you doubt it, take the following fragment, which was 
intended for you some time ago, and be convinced that I can anti" 
thesize sentiment and circumvoltUe periods as well as any coiner of 
phrase in the regions of philology. 

December 1799. 
Mt deab CuNNiNaHAM — Where are you? And what are yon 
doing! Can you be that son of levity who takes up a friendship as 
he takes up a fashion! or are you, like some other of the worthiest 
fellows in the worid, the victim of indolence, laden with fetters of 
erer-mcreafllng weight! 
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What strange beings we are 1 Since we liaye a portion of con 
seious existence, equally capable of enjoying pleasure, happiness, 
and n^pture, or of suffering pain, wretchedness, and misery — ^it is 
surely worthy of an inquiry, whether there be not such a thing as a 
science of life ; whether method, economy, and fertility of expedients 
be not applicable to enjoyment ; and whether there be not a want 
of dexterity in pleasure which renders our little scantling of happi- 
ness still less; and a profuseness, an intoxication in bliss, which 
leads to satiety, disgust, and self-abhorrence. There is not a doubt 
but that health, talents, character, decent competency, respectable 
friends, are real, substantial blessings ; and yet do we not daily see 
those who enjoy many or all of these good Uiings, contrive, notwith- 
standing, to be as unhappy as others to whose lot few of them have 
fallen! I believe one great source of this mistake or misconduct is 
owing to a certain stimulus, with us cidled ambition, which goads 
us up the hill of life — not as we ascend other eminences, for the 
laudable curiosity of viewing an extended landscape — ^but rather for 
the dishonest pride of looking down on others of our fellow-creatures 
seemingly diminutive in humbler stations, &c. &c. v^ 

Sundap, }4th February 1790. 
QoB help me! I am now obliged to join 

• Night to day, and Sunday to the week.* 

If there be any truth in the orthodox faith of these churches, I 

am past redemption, and, what is worse, to all eternity, 

I am deeply read in Boston's Fourfold State, Marshall on Sanct^ 
cation, QuQvri^i Trial cf a Saving Interest, &c. ; but * there is no 
balm in Gilead, there is no physician there ' for me ; so I shall e'en 
turn Arminian, and trust to 'sincere though imperfect obedience.' 

Luckily for me, I was prevented from the discussion of the knotty 
point at which I had just made a full stop. All my fears and cares 
are of this world : if there is another, an honest man has nothing to 
fear from it. I hate a man that wishes to be a deist ; but I fear, 
every fair, unprejudiced inquirer must in some degree be a sceptic. 
It is not that there are any very staggering arguments against the 
immortality of man ; but, like electricity, phlogiston, &c. the subject 
is so involved in darkness that we want data to go upon. One thing 
frightens me much : that we are to live for ever seems too good 
news to he true* That we are to enter into a new scene of existence, 
where, exempt from want and pain, we shall enjoy ourselves and our 
friends without satiety or separation — how much should I be indebted 
to any one who could fully assure me that this was certain ! 

My time is once more expired. I will write to Mr Cleghom soon. 
God bless him and all his concerns I And may all the powers that 
preside over conviviality and friendship be present with aU their 
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kmdest influence when the bearer of this, Mr Syme, and y<m meet ! 
I wish I could also make one. 

Finally, brethren, farewell ! Whatsoever things are loVely, what* 
soever things are gentle, whatsoever things are charitaUe, whatsoever 
things are kind, think on these things, and think on B. B. 



TO MR PETER HILL. 

EiiLisLAND, 2d March 1790. 

At a late meeting of the Monkland Friendly Society, it was resolved 
to augment their library by the following books, which you are to 
send us as soon as possible : — The Mirror, The Lounger^ Man of 
Feeling, Man of the World (these, for my own sake, I wish to have 
by the first carrier); Knoi^a History of the Beformation ; Ra^a 
History of the Rebellion in 1716 ; any good History of the Rebellion in 
1745 ; A Display of the Secession Act and Testimony, by Mr Gib ; 
fferveifs Meditations; Beveridg^a Thoughts; and another copy of 
Watson*s Body of Divinity, This last heavy performance is so much 
admired by n^any of our members, that they will not be content with 
one copy. 

I wrote to Mr A. Masterton three or four months ago, to pay some 
money he owed me into your hands, and lately I wrote to you to the . 
same purpose, but I have heard from neither one nor other of you. - 

In addition to the books I commissioned in my last, I want very 
much An Index to the Excise Latos; or an Abridgment of all the 
Statides now in force Relative to the Excise: by Jellinger Symons. I 
want three copies of this book : if it is now to be had, cheap or dear, 
get it for me. An honest country neighbour of mine wants, too, a . 
Family Bible — the larger the better, but second>handed, for he does 
not choose to give above ten shillings for the book. I want likewise 
for myself^ as you can pick them up, second-handed or cheap copies 
of Otway's dramatic works, Ben Jonson's, Dryden's, Congreve's, 
Wycherley's, Vanbrugh's, Gibber's, or any dramatic works of the 
more modem Macklm, Garrick, Foote, Golman, or Sheridan. A 
good copy, too, of Moli^re in French I much want. Any other good 
dramatic authors in that language I want also ; but comic authors 
chiefly, though I should wish to have Bacine, GOrneille, and Voltaire 
too. I am in no hurry for all or any of these, but if you accidentally 
meet with them very cheap, get them for me. 

And now, to quit the dry walk of business, how do you ' do, my 
dear friend ?— and how is Mrs Hill ? I trust, if now and then not so 
elegantly handsome, at least as amiable, and sings as divinely as ever. 
My good wife too has a charming * wood-note wild;* now, could we 
four get anyway snugly together in a corner of the New Jerusalem 
(remember I bespeak your coxnpany there), you and I, though 
Heaven knows we are no singers, &c. 

I am out of all patience with this vile world for one thing. Man- 
kind are by nature benevolent creatures, except in a few scoundrelly 
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instaneet. I do aot think that ayarice of the good things we chance to 
have is bom with ns ; but we are placed here amid so much nakedness^ 
and hunger, and poverty, and want, that we are imder a cm*sed neces- 
sity of studying selfishness in order that we may exist ! Still there 
are in every age a few souls that all the wants and woes of life cannot 
debase to selfishness, or even to the necessary alloy of caution and 
prudence. If ever I am in danger of vanity, it is when I contemplate 
myself on this side of my disposition and character. Qod knows, I 
am no saint — ^I have a whole host of follies and sins to answer for; 
but if I coi^d, and I believe I do it as far as I can, I would wipe 
away all tears from all eyes. Even the knaves who have injured me, 
I would oblige them; though, to tell the truth, it would be more out of 
vengeance, to shew them &at I was independent of and above them, 
than out of the overflowings of my benevolence. Adieu ! 

B. B. 

Whatever may be thought of Bums's letters, it is certainly io 
them that w;e get the most intimate and penetrating glances at his 
own nature. 3ome passages iji the above epistle, for instance, 
are like the lightning-flash on a dark and turbid sea. He feels so 
intensely the hateful character of worldly selfishness, that he can* 
not help priding himself on his want of the alloy of caution and 
prudence. His sense of sin is strongly pressed on his mind, but 
it is listened by the consciousness of a boundless philanthropy. 
And yet, too, he would only benefit the knaves of the earth to 
shew his sense of superiority over them, thus inflicting upon them 
the vengeance of a humiliation. To such men as Hill, who, like him- 
self, could use some licence in thought and speech, he is frank in 
the strain of comment and the selection of terms. - It is curious 
to see how, in his communications to the refined and pious Mr^ 
Dunlop, the caution and prudence which ^e disclaimed, or at least 
the tact of a man of the world, exercised some restrictive influence 
over his pen. Thus it is that in a single page, we have the poet 
almost unconsciously revealing his pride with his benevolence, 
his abjuration of and his bondage to prudence. The ensuing 
letter is remarkable for the confession it contains, that he felt high 
endowments to be a disqualification for the common struggles of 
the world; — 

TO MBS DUNLOP. 

Bllisland, IQth AprU 1790. 
I HAVE just now, my ever-honoured friend, enjoyed a very high 
luxury, in reading a paper of the Lounger. Tou know my natiomd 
prejudices. I had often read and admired the Spectator, Adventurer^ 
Rambler^ and World; but still with a certain regret that they were 
so thoroughly and entirely English. AJas! have I often said to 
myself, what are all the boasted advantages which my country reaps 
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from ihe TJmon that can counterbalaiice the anni}ula<«i<m of her 
independence, and even her very name ! I often repeat that couplet 
of my £a.vourite poet, Goldsmith i 

— • * states of natire liberty poaseit. 
Though very poor, may yet be very blest* 

Nothing can reconcile me to the common terms English amba*- 
sador, English court, &c. ; and I am out of all patience to see tliat 
equivocal character, Hastings, impeached by ' the Commons of Eng* 
land.' Tdl me, my friend, is this weak prejudice f I believe in my 
conscience such ideas as ' My country ; her independence ; hw 
honour ; the illustrious names that mark the history of my native 
land,' &c. — ^I believe these, among your men of the world — men who, in 
fact, guide for the most part and govern our world — are looked on as 
so many modifications of wrong-beadedness. They know the use of 
bawling out such terms, to rouse or lead thb rabble ; but for their 
own private use, with almost all the ahle stcUeamen that ever existed 
or now exist, when they talk of right and wrong they only mean 
proper and improper ; and their measure of conduct is not what they 
OX70HT, but what they darb. For the truth of this I shall not 
ransack Uie history of nations, but appeal to one of the aUest judges 
of men tiiat ever lived— the celebrated Eaxl of Chesterfield. ]bi 
fru;t, a man who could thoroughly control his vices whenever they 
ii^&rfwed with his interests, and who could completely put on UttB 
appearance of every virtue as often as it suited his purposes, is^ <m 
ihe Stanhopian plan, the perfect man ; a man to lead nations. But 
are great abilities, complete without a fiaw, and poliahed without a 
blemish, the standard of human excellence $ This is certainly the 
stanch opinion of men of the world ; but I call on honour, virtue, 
and worth to give the Stygian doctrine a loud negative ! However, 
this must be allowed — ^that if you abstract from man the idea of an 
existence beyond the grave, then the true measure of human con- 
duct is, proper and improper; virtue and vice, as dispositions of tiie 
heart are in that case of scarcely the same import and value to the 
world at large as harmony and discord in the modifications of sound ; 
and a delicate sense of honour, like a nice ear for music, though it 
may sometimes give the possessor an ecstasy unknown to the coarser 
. organs of the herd, yet, considering the harsh gratings and inhar- 
monic jars in this ill-tuned state of being, it is odds but the indivi- 
dual would be as happy, and certainly would be as much respected 
by the. true judges of society as it would then stand, without either ft 
good ear or a good heart. 

You must know I have just met with the Mirror and Lownger for 
the first time, and I am quite in raptures with them ; I should be 
glad to have your opinion of some of the papers. The one I have 
just read. Lounger^ No. 61, has cost me more honest tears than any- 
thing I have read of a long time.^ Mackenzie has been called the 

1 This paper relates to attachments between servants and masters, and oondndM 
with the story of Albert Bane. 
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AdcUson of the Scots, and, in my opinion, Addison would not be hinrl 
At the comparison. If he has not Addison's exquisite humour, he 
as certainly outdoes him in the tender and the pathetic. EUs Man 
efl^in^^hut I am not counsel4eamed in the laws of criticism — I 
estimate as the first performance in its kind I ever saw. From what 
book, moral or even pious, will the susceptible young mind reqeive 
impressions more congenial to humanity and kindness, generosity 
and benev<^nce — in short, more of aU that ennobles the soul to 
herself or endears her to oUiers— than from the simple, affecting tale 
of poor Harley t 

StiH^ with all my admiration of Mackenzie's writings, I do nol 
know if they are the fittest reading for a young man who is about to 
set out, as the phrase is, to make his way into life. Do not you think^ ' 
madam, that among the few favoured of Heaven in the structure 
of ^eir minds — ^for such there certainly are — there may be a purity, 
ft tmademess, a dignity, an elegance of soul, which are of no use^ nay, 
in some degree absolutely disqualifying, for the truly important busir 
ness of making a man's way into life ! If I am not much mistaken^ 
my gallant young friend A******iis very much under these 
disqualifications; and for the ycwmg females of a family I could 
mention, well may th^y excite parental solicitude, for I, a o<»nmQii 
Ms^p^uuntaBce, or, as -my vanity will have i^ a humble friend, hav» 
cfken trembled for a turn of mind which may raider them eminently 
hai^y or peculiarly miserable f 

I hiEkve^een manufacturing some verses lately; but as I have got 
the most hurried season of Excise business over, I hope to have 
more leisure to transcribe anything that may shew how much I have 
the honour to be, madam, yburs^ £c, B. B 



TO BR MOORB. 

I>UMFRix8» ExcisB-Omcs, lAth Jutiy 1790s. 

Sir— Coming into town this morning to attend my duty hi this 
office, it being collection-day, I met with a gentleman who teUs me 
he is on his way to London ; so Hake the opportunity of writing to 
you, as franking is at present under a temporary death. I shall have 
some snatches of leisure through the day amid our horrid business 
and Bustle, and I shall improve them as weU as I can ; but let my 
letter be as stupid as *****, as miscellaneous as a newspaper, as 
, short as a hungry grace-before-meat, or as long as a law-paper in the 
Douglas cause; as ill -spelt as country John's billet-doux, or as 
unsightly a scrawl as Betty Byre -Mucker's answer to it ; I hope, 
considering circumstances, you will forgive it ; and as it will put you 
to no expense of postage, I shall have &e less reflection about it. 

I am sadly ungrateful in not returning you my thanks for your 
meet valuable present^ Zeluco, In fact^ you are in some degree 

2 Plobably Anthony, a ton of liLre Bunlop, to hera meant. 
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blameable for my neglect Ton were pleated to ezprefls a wish tor 
my opinion of the work, which so flattered me, that nothing lees 
wonld serve my overweening ^Euocy than a formal criticism on the 
bo<^. In fact, I have gravely planned a comparative view of you. 
Fielding, Bichardson, and Smollett, in your different qualities 
and merits as novel-writera. This, I own, betrays my ridiculous 
vanity, and I may probably never bring the business to bear ; but I 
am fond of the spirit yonng Etihu shews in the book of Job : * And 
I said, I wiU also declare my opinion.' I have quite disfigured my 
copy of the book with my annotations. I never take it np without 
at the same time taking^ my praicil, and marking with asterisms, 
parentheses, &c. whereveR meet with an original thought, a nervous 
remark pn Hfe and manners, a remarkable, well-turned period, or a 
character sketched with uncommon precision. 

Though I should hardly think of fairiy writing out my ' Comparative 
View,' I shall certainly trouble you with my remarks, such as they are. 

I have just received from my gentleman that horrid summ(ms in 
the book of Revelation—' That time shall be no more ! ' 

The little collection of sonnets have some chsurming poetry in 
tiiem. If indeed 1 am indebted to the fair author for the book,^ and 
not, as I rather suspect, to a. celebrated author of the other sex, I 
should certainly have written to the lady, with my grateful acknow- 
ledgments, and my own ideas of the comparative exeetlenoe of her 
pieces. I would do this last, not f^m any vanity of thinking that 
my remarks could be of much consequence to Mrs Smith, but 
merely from my own feelings a» an author, doing as I would be 
done by. R. B. 

The canvass for the Dumfries burghs had been proceeding with 
excessive vigour all this spring, and when the election at length 
took place in July, the agitation and fervour of the public mind 
in the district exceeded everything of the kind previously known. 
The influence of the Duke of Queensberry on the Whig side 
proved too much for the merits of excellent * Westerhall,* and the 
dismissal of his Grace from the bed-chamber was revenged on 
Pitt by the return of Captain Miller. In a spirited verse-epistle 
on the subject, addressed to his friend Mr Graham, Bums still 
shews, under an affected impartiality, his Tory and even cavalier 
leimings. 

EPISTLE TO MR ORAHAM OF FINTEY. 

Fintry, my stay in worldly strife. 
Friend o' my Muse, friend o* my life. 

Are ye as idle 's I am ! 
Come then, wi* uncouth, kintra fleg, vagary 

O'er Pegasus I'll fling my leg, 

And ye shall see me try him. 

> Thi* booik was the Sonnoto of Charlotte Smith 
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Ill sing the zeal Dnmilaiirigi bean^ 
Who left the all-important cares 

Of princes and their darlings ; 
And, bent on winning borough towns, 
Came shaking hands wi' wabster loons, 

And kissing barefit carlins. wooms 

Combustion through our boroughs rode, 
Whistling his roaring pack abroad, 

Of mad, unmuzzled lions ; 
As Queensbeny buff and blue^jmfiuied, 
And Westerha* and Hopetoun^inirled 

To every Whig defiance. 

But Queensbeny, cautious, left the war. 
The unmazmered dust might soil his stiUj 

Besides, he hated bleeding ; 
But left behind him heroes bright^ 
Heroes in Cassarean fight 

Or Ciceronian pleading. 

O for a throat like huge Mons-Meg,^ 
To muster o'er each ardent Whig 

Beneath Drumlaorig's banners ; 
Heroes and heroines commij: 
All in the field of politics, 

To win immortal honours. 

Mlfurdo'^ andhis lorely spouse 

(Th' enamoured laurels kiss her brows) 

Led on the loves and graces; 
She won each gaping burg^ heart. 
While he, all-conquering, played his party 

Among their wives and lasses. 

Craigdarroch^ led a light-armed corps; 
Tropes, metaphors, and figures pour, 

Like Hecla streaming thunder; 
GlenriddeV skilled in rusty coins, 
Blew up each Tory's dark designee 

And bared the treason under, 

1 The Duke of Queensbeny. Brans, for metre's sake, uses his Oraoets second 
tme. 
s The livery of Mr Fox. * The Earl of Hopetoim. 

* A piece of ordnance of extraordinaiy structure and magnitude, founded in the 
reign of James IT. of Scotland, about the end of the fifteenth century, and which 
is still exhibited, though in an infirm state, in Edinburgh Castle. The diameter at 
tiie bore is twenty inches. 

* The duke's chamberlain, a friend of Bums. 

* Mr Fergusson of Craigdarroch ; the victor of the Whistle- contest 
7 Captafai Riddel of Glenriddel. 
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In ^ther wing two champions fought^ 
Bedonbted Stsug,! who set at nou^t 

The wildest savage Toiy, 
And Welshy^ who ne'er yet flinohed his ground, 
High waved his magnum bonum round 

With Cyclopean fury. 

Miller 3 brought up the artillery ranka^ 
The many-pounders of the Banks, 

Resistless desdation ; 
While Maxwdlton,^ that haron bcdd, 
Hid Lawson's port entrenched his hold. 

And threatened worse damnation. 

To these, what Tory hosts opposed ; 
With these, what Tory warriors closed, 

' Surpasses my descriving : 
Squadrons extended long and large, 
With furious speed rushed to the charge, 

Like raging devils driving. 

What verse can sing, what prose nanute, 
The butcher deeds of bloody feAe 

Amid this mighty tulzie f cooiUot 

Qrim Horror grinned ; pale Terror roared, 
As Murther at his thrapple shored ; threatened 

And hell mixt in the brulzie ! broU 

As Highland crags, by thunder deffc, 

When lightnings fire the stormy lift, fimuuiMnt 

Hurl down wi* crashing rattle ; 
As flames amang a hundred woods ; 
As headlong foam a hundred floods ; 

Such is the rage of battle. 

The stubborn Tories dare to die ; ' 
As soon the rooted oaks would fly, 

Before th' approaching fellers ; 
The Whigs come on like Ocean's roar, 
When all his wintry billows pour 

Against the Buchan Bullers.^ 

1 ProTOBt of Dmnfrief. 

* The sheriff of the county. 

* Mr Mffler of Dalswinton, father of the candidate. He had been a hanker. 

* Sir Robert Lawrie, M.P. for the county. 

> The ' Boilers of Buchan ' is an appellation ^ven to a tremendoni rocky NoeM 
on the Aberdeenahire coast, near Peterhead— having an opening to the sea, ffMin 
the top is open. The sea, constantly raging in it, giyes it the appearance of a pel 
or boiler, and hence the name. 
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Lo, from the shades of Death's deep Bights 
Departed Whigs enjoy the %ht, 

And think on former dsuring ! 
The muffled murtherer of Charles ^ 
The Magna-Charta flag nnfurls^ 

All deadly gules its hearing. 

Kor wanting ghosts of Tory fame ; 

Bold Scrimgeour^ follows gallant Grahame^«-> 

Auld Covenanters shiver — 
(Foigive, forgive, much-wronged Montrose t 
While death and hell engulf thy foes. 
Thou liv'st on high for ever I) 

Still o'^ the field the comhat hums ; 
The Tories, Whigs, give way by turns j 

But fate the word has spoken-— 
foi; woman's wit, or strength of man« 
Alas! can do but what they can — 

The Tory ranks are broken. 

O that my een were flowing bums I 
Hy voice a lioness that mourns 

Her darling cub's undoing ! 
^Hiat I might greet, that I might cry« 
While Tories fall, while Tories fly, 

And furious Whigs pursuing ! 

What Whig but wails the good Sir James } 
Dear to his country by the names 

Friend, Patron^ Benefactor f 
Not Pulteney's wealth can Pulteney save I 
And Hopetonn falls, the generous, brave I 

And Stuart bold as Hector I 

Thou, Pitt, shall me this overthrow, 
And Thurlow growl a curse of wo. 

And Melville melt in wailing I 
Now Fox and Sheridan, rejoice ! 
And Burke shall nne : < O prince, arise! 

Thy power is aU-previuling 1 ' 

For your poor friend, the Bard afor, 
He hears, and only hears the war, 

A cool spectc^r purely ; 
So when the storm the forest rends^ 
The robin in the hedge descends. 

And sober chirps securely. 

> The masked execntioner of Charles I. 

• John, Earl of Dundee, noted liorbii zealaadinfliBcliinitttheMiueof theStaftlta 
dnxlng the time of the Commonwealth. 

* The great Marqnia of MontroM. 
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TO MR MUBDOCHy TEACHER OF FRENCH, LONDON. 

Ellibland, 16th Juljf 1790. 

Mt DEAR Sir — I received a letter from you a long time ago, but 
unfortunately, as it was in the time of my peregrinations and 
joumeyings through Scotland, I mislaid or lost it, and by consequence 
your direction along with it. Luckily, my good star brou|[ht me 
acquainted with Mr Kennedy, who, I understand, is an acquamtanoe 
of yours ; and by his means and mediation I hope to replace that 
link which my> unfortunate negligence had so unluckily broke in the 
chain of our correspondence. I was the more vexed at the vile 
accident, as my brother William, a journeyman saddler, has been for 
some time in London, and wished above all things for your direction, 
that he might have paid his respects to his father's friend. 

His last address he sent to tie was, * Wm. Bums, at Mr Barber's, 
saddler, No. 181 Strand.' I writ him by Mr Kennedy, but neglected 
to ask him for your address ; so, if you find a spare half minute, 
please let my brother know by a card where and when he will find 
you, and the poor fellow will joyfully wait on you, as one of the few 
surviving friends of the man whose name, and Christian name too» 
he has the honour to bear. 

The next letter I write you shall be a long one. I have much to 
tell you of 'hairbreadth 'scapes in th' imminent deadly breadi,' with 
all the eventful history of a life, the early years of which owed so 
much to your kind tutorage ,* but this at an hour of leisure. My 
kindest compliments to Mrs Murdoch and fiEUuily. I am ever, my 
dear sir, your obliged friend, B. B.^ 

> ♦ This letter was communicated to the editor CCromek] by a gentleman, to 
whose liberal advice and Information he is much indebted— Mr John Murdoch, th« 
tutor of the poet— accompanied by the following interesting note :— ^ 

" London, Hart Strxst, Bloomsburt, 88A J)6e. 1807. 

Dbar Sir— The following letter, which I lately found among my papers, I copy 
for your perusal, partly because it is Bums's, partly because it makes honourable 
mention of my rational Christian friend, his fother; and likewise because it is 
rather flattering to mvselt I glory in no one tiling so much as an intinuugr with 
good men— the friendship of others reflects no honour. When I recollect the 
pleasure— and I hope benefit— I received from the conversation of William Burns, 
especially when on the Lcntl's Day we walked together for about two miles to the 
house of prayer, there publicly to adore and praise the Giver of all good, I entertain 
an ardent hope that together we^shall * renew the glorious theme in distant worlds,' 
with powers more adequate to the mighty subject— trb xxvbbrant BBNSFicBifCB 
OF THB OR BAT Crbatob. But to the letter '.-—IHen/oUotot the letter relative to ywmg 
' WUOam Bums.'] 

I itfomised myself a deal of happiness in the conversation of my dear young fHend ; 
hut my inromises of this nature generally prove fitUaoious. Two visits were the 
utmost that I received. At one of them, however, he repeated a less^m which I had 
given him about twenty years before, when he was a mere child, concerning the 
pity and tenderness due to animals. To that lesson, which it seems was brought to 
the level ol his capacity, he declared himself indebted for almost all the philanthropy 
he possessed. 

hot not parents and teachers imagine that it is needless to talk seriously to 
diildren. They are sooner fit to be reasoned with than is generally thought Strong 
and indelible impressions f^re to be mado befiore the mind be agitated and ruffled 
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TO MB M^MURDO. 

Ellislano, 2d August 1790. 
Sir — Now that you are over with the sirens of Flattery, the 
harpies of Cormptioii, and the furies of Ambition — these infernal 
deities that on all sides, and in all parties, preside over the villanoua 
business of politics— permit a rustic Muse of your acquaintance to 
do her best to soothe you with a song. 

Tou knew Henderson — I have not flattered his memory. I have 
the honour to be, sir, your obliged, humble servant^ B. B. 

Bums here alludes to an elegy he had composed upon an 
Edinburgh friend not as yet noticed. Matthew Henderson 
appears to have been a ' man about town/ a kind-hearted, life- 
enjoying person, of agreeable manners and upright character. 
Allan Cunningham states, on the authority of Sir Thomas 
Wallace, who is represented as having known him, * that he dined 
regularly at Fortune's Tavern, and was a member of the CapiUaire 
Club, which was composed of all who inclined to be witty and 
joyous.' There is a sad want of documentary or contemporary 
evidence about him ; I have searched the obituaries in vain for 
his death. Hence there might almost be a justifiable doubt of his 
having ever existed. His reality is, however, beyond a doubt. 
A private letter written in Edinburgh in February 1787, besides 
alluding to Bums as the lion of the day, speaks of several gentle- 
men who had been spoken of as fit to undertake the Mastership 
of Ceremonies at the Assemblies. * I heard of two or three peopk 
as being mentioned by others, who never, I daresay, thought of it 
for themselves — as, for instance, Haggart and Matthew Henderson. 
Would Matthew leave his friend and bottle to go bow at an 
Assembly?'^ This reveals not merely his existence, but his 
diaracter. He had been one of Bums's good-fellow friends during 
the time he spent in Edinburgh, and he appears as a subscriber 
for four copies of the second edition of our bard*s poems — not, 
however, as Captatn Matthew Henderson — but as * Matthew 
Henderson, Esq.,' the ' Captain ' being, we understand, a mere 
pet -name for the man among his friends, adopted most likely 
from the position he held in some convivial society. Bums 
speaks of ^e poem as * a tribute to the memory of a man I loved 
much.' 

hy the numerous tnUn of distracting cares and unruly passions, whereby St Is 
f!t«quehtly rendered almost unsusceptible of the principles and preoei^a of rational 
religion and sound morality. 

But I find myself digressing again. Poor William ! then in the Moom and 
vigour of youth, caught a putrid fever, laxd in a few days, as real chief mourner, I 
followed his remains to the land of forgetfulness. John Mubdoch.* 

— Cromrk. 

1 The letter is printed entire in the Scottish Journal, D^ II, 1847. T. G. Steren-, 
son, Edinburgh. 
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ON CAPTAIN MATTHEW HENDERSON, 

L •Sim.aMAN WBO HSLD THB PATSNT rOR HIS HONOURS IMBUDIATBLY mOM 
ALMIGHTY OOD. 

* Shoidd tlie poor be flattered ? '— Shaksv bak 

But now bis ndlant course Is nm, 

For MattbeWs oourse was brigbt : 
His soul was like Uie glorious sun» 

A matchless, heavenly light I 

O Death 1 thou tyrant fell and bloody I 

The meikle devil wi' a woodie rope 

Hanrl thee hame to his black fimiddie, 

(Ker hurcheon hidea^ hedgehog 

And like stockfish come o'er his staddie 

Wi'thyanldmdesl 

He's gane! he's ganel he's frae us torn, 
The ae best fellow e'er was bom I 
Thee^ Matthew, Nature's se? shall mourn 

By wood and wild, ' 
Where, haply, Pity strays forlorn, 

Frae man exLledl 

Ye hills ! near neibors o' tho stams, 

That proudly cook your cresting cairns! 

Ye d^s, the haunts of sailing yearns, eagles 

Where echo slumbers I 
Com« join, ye Nature's sturdiest bairns. 

My wailing numbers I 

Mourn, ilka groTo the cushat kens ! ' wood-pigeon 
Ye hazelly shaws and briery dens I 
Ye bumies, wimplin' down your glens, 

Wi' toddlin' din, purling 

Or foaming Strang, wi' hasty stens, lei^ 

Fraelin to linl pool 

Mourn, little harebells o'er the lea ; 
Ye stately foxgloves &ir to see ; 
Ye woodbines, hanging bonnilie. 

In scented bowers; 
Ye roses on your thorny tree. 

The firsi o' flowers. 

At dawn, when every grassy blade 
Droops with a diamond at its head, 
At even, when beans their firagrance shed, 

r th' rustling g^e. 
Ye «»ftnl""« whiddin through the glade, hares skipping 

Come join my waiL 
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Hoam, ye wee songsters o'ihe wood ; 
Te grouse that crap the heather bud; 
Ye curlews calling throu^ a clud; 
• Ye whistling plover ; 

And mourn, ye whirring paitrick btoodi — 
He's, gane for ever! 

Mourn, sooty coots, and speckled tet^ 
Ye fisher iierons, watching eels ; 
Ye duck and drake, wi* airy wheels 

Circling the lake ; 
Ye bittams^ till the quagmire reels, 

Bair for his sake. 

Mourn, clam'ring oraiks at close o' day, laod-n^ 
'Mang fields o' flowering clover gay ; 
And when ye wing your annual way 

Frae our cauld shore. 
Tell thale far warlds, wha lies in clay 

Wham we deplore. 

Ye houlets, frae your ivy bower, owls 

In some aidd tree or eldritch tower, dismal . 

What time the moon, wF silent glower stare 

Sets up her horn. 
Wail through the dreary midnight hour 

Till wauknfe mom! ^ 

O rivers, forests, hills, and plains ! 
Oft have ye heard my canty strains : 
But now, what else for mo remains 

But tales of wo! 
And frae my een the drapping rains 

Maun ever flow. 

Mourn, Spring, thou darling of the year t 

Ilk cowslip cup shall kep a tear : receiT« 

Thou, Simmer, while «ach corny spear 

Shoots up its head, 
Thy gay, green, flowery tresses shear 

For him that's dead. 

Then, Autumn, wi* thy yellow hair, 
In grief thy sallow mantle tear ! 
Thou, Winter, hurling through the air 

The roaring blast, 
Wide o'er the naked world declare 

The worth we'To losti 



Digitized 



by Google 



VLEQT ON MATTHBW BENDEBSON. 1S7 

Mourn him, thou Sun, great source of ligltt I 
Hourn, empress of the silent night ! 
And you, ye twinkling starnies bright, 

My Matthew mourn \ • 

For through your orbs he's ta*en his flighty 

Ne'er to return. 

O Henderson I the man — t}ie brother I 
And art thou gone, and gone for ever f 
And hast thou crossed that unknown mer 

Life's dreary bound f 
Like thee, where shall I find another, 

The world around i 

Oo to your sculptured tombs ye great, 
Li a' the tinsel trash o' state I 
But by thy honest turf I'll wait, 

Thou man of worth I 
And weep the ae best fellow's fate 

E'er lay in earth. 



THE EPITAPH. 

Stop, passenger ! — ^my story's brief. 
And truth I shall relate, man ; 

I teU nae common tale o' grief — 
Fot Matthew was a great man. 

If thou uncommon merit hast, 
Tet spumed at Fortune's door, man, 

A look of pity hithmr cast — 
For Matthew was a poor man. 

If thou a noble sodger art, 

That passest by this grave, man. 

There moulders here a gallant he8^*t — 
For Matthew was a brave man. 

If thou on men, their works and wayEf, 
Canst throw uncommon light, man, 

Here lies wha weel had won thy praise-^ 
For Matthew was a bright man. 

If thou at friendship's sacred ca' 

Wad life itself resign, man. 
Thy sympathetic tear maun fa' — 

For Matthew wa» a kind man. 
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If thou art stanch without a atain. 
Like the unchanging blue^ maUi 

This was a kinsman o' thy ain — 
For Matthew was a true man. 

If thou hast wit) and fun, and fire, 
And ne'er guid wine did fear, man, 

This was thy billie, dam, and sire— 
For Matthew was a queer man. 

If ony whig^di whingin' sot, peerish 

To blame poor Matthew dare, man, 

May dool and sorrow be his lot ! 
For Matthew was a rare man. 



TO MRS jyVKLOT. 

m August 1790. 

Dtulb, Madam— After a long day's toil, plague, and care, I sit down 
to write to you. Ask me not why I have delayed it so long I It was 
owing to hurry, indolence, and fifty other things ; in short, to any- 
thing but forgetfulness of la plus aimable de son sexe. By the by, 
you are indebted your best courtesy to me for this last compliment^ 
as I pay it from my sincere conviction of its truth^a quality rather 
rare in ccmipliments of these grinning, bowing, scraping times. 

Well, I hope writing to y<m will ease a little my troubled soul. 
Sorely has it been bruised to-day ! A cirdevani friend of mine, and 
an intimate acquaintance of yours, has given my feelings a wound 
that I perceive will gangrene dangerously ere it cure. He has 
wounded my pride ! ♦ * * ♦ R.B, 



TO MB CUKNINGHAM. 

Ellisland, Sth AuffuH 1790i 
FoRaiVE me^ my once dear, and ever dear friend, my seeming 
neglig^tice. You cannot sit down and fancy the busy life I lead. 

I laid down my goose-feather to beat my brams for an apt simile, and 
had some thoughts of a country grannum at a fieunily christening; 
a bride on the market-day before her marriage ; an orthodox clergy- 
man at a Paisley sacrament * * * ; or a tavern-keeper at an eloction 
dinner * * * ; but the resemblance that hits my fancy best is, that 
blackguard miscreant, Satan, who, &c. &c. roams about like a roaring 
lion, seeking, searching ^ whom he may devour. However, tossed about 
as I am, if I choose — ^andwho would not choose! — to bind down witk 

1 SearohiBg is apparently used l^ the baid in a profentenalieiiie; namelj, SaftMk 
■earuhei after ttie manntf of a buqr exciaetoaau 
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ilie orampets of attention the brazen foundation of integrity, I may 
rear up the superstructure of independence, and from its daring 
turrets bid defiance to the i^tonns of fate. And is not this a * con- 
summation doTOutiy to be wished I' 

* Tlqr spirit, Independence, let me share ; 
Lord of the lion-heart and eagle-eye I 
Thy steps I follow with my bosom bare, 
Nor heed the storm that howls along the sky I* 

Are not these noble verses! They are the introduction of 
Smollett's Ode to' Independence: if you have not seen the poem, I 
will s^id it to you. How wretched is the man that hangs on by 
the favours of the great ! To shrink from every dignity of man, at 
the approach of a lordly piece of self-consequence, who, amid all his 
tinsel glitter and stately hauteur, is but a creature formed as thou 
art — and perhaps not so well formed as thou art— Hsame into the 
world a puling infant as thou didst, and must go out of it as all men 
must— a nak€4 corse. * * * R. B.i 

Certainly no invidious observer could now say of Bums that he 
indulged in a poetic indolence* On the contrary, he was man- 
fully, though perhaps imprudently, attempting to do the work of 
a plurality of men. His farm must of course have required some 
attention, even though nearly the whole of the work was done by 
servants. Then he had to see the interests of the revenue pro- 
tected throughout ten parishes. Over this ground he had to ride 
at an average two hundred miles a week. He, moreover, wrote 
letters and poems, and paid' some attention to the moral interests 
of his household. The motive of all this activity was the honour- 
able one of a desire to maintfun his family and be ^ behadden to 
naebody.' Such being the case, it is a great mistake to think of 
Bums as one entirely deficient in the qualities of a man of the 
world. He was now undoubtedly manifesting several of the - 
most important, as diligence, perseverance, and accuracy in 
the details of business.^ It has been stated that his household 

* * The inr»3eding letter explains the feelings under which this was written. Th« 
strain of indignant invective goes on some time longer in the style which our bard 
.was too apt to indulge, and of which the reader has already seen so much.'— 
^ Cd&rib. The writing of two letters in one day appears inconsistent with the aUeged 
hurry of the poet's life; but the 8th of August 17BK) was a Sunday. Therefore the 
exception rather confirms the rule. 

> Bums certainly disliked the drudgery of common worldly affairs ; and it is little 
to be wondered at ; but this just increases his merit in undertaking and performing 
the business which it was his lot to have placed before him. In Colonel Fullerton's 
View of Agriculture in Ayrshire, 1793, there is a compliment to Bums on a purely 
technical matter, which will read strangely to many of his admirers. * In order,* 
says the colonel, * to prevent the dai^^r arising tnan horned cattle in studs and straw- 
yards, the best mode is to cut out the budding knob, or root of the horn, while tht 
calf is veiy young. ' This was suggested to me by Mr Robert Bums, whose general 
talents are no less ooBspioaous than the poetic powers which have' done so mucb 
honoar to the county where he wasbonu* 
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was managed laxly/ and in a style of ndnons induteence towards 
the servants ^^ but, on careful inquiry, I am satisfied that Dr 
Cume is nearer the truth when he speaks of *the uniform 
prudence and good-management of Mrs Bums.' What seems to 
have given rise to the former notion is, that the Ayrshire dietary 
for servants, which Burns naturally carried with him, was more 
liberal than thiU; of Dumfriesshire, and hence I4)peared to his 
neighbours as somewhat extravagant. No doubt, also, Bums was 
now and then led to spend a few evening hours over the bowl with 
his friends ; but these were perhaps the sole examples of relaxa- 
tion which occurred in his laborious life, and he would be a Puritan 
indeed who could gmdge them to* him. In short, the life of Burns 
at this time was on the whole a respectable life, both in respect of 
the positive qualities of industrious application and punctual dis- 
charge of duty, 'and the negative one of inoffensiveness towards 
society. Tt shews satisfactorily enough that there was nothing 4n 
Bums himself to prevent him from acting the decent master of a 
household, and all other conventioni^ties which the world could 
desire. 

A few yejffs ago (1838), there lived on the farm of Enrick, near 
Gatehouse of Fleet, a respectable working-man n^uoied William 
Clark, who had been ploughman to Bums for six months at 
Ellisland. The testimony of an intelligent msai of this class, 
when not against his master, may assuredly be taken as readily 
as that of a person higher in the social scale. It was to the 
following effect, as reported by a gentleman residing near Kirk- 
cudbright : — 

' Soon after Bums became tenant of Ellisland, William Clark 
lived with him as servant during the winter half-year, he thinks, 

of 1789-90 Bums kept two men and two women servants; 

but he invariably, when at home, took his meals with his wife 
and family in the little parlour. Clark thought he was as good a 
manager of land as the generality of the farmers in the neighbour- 
hood. The farm of Ellisland was said to be moderately rented, 
and was susceptible of much improvement, had improvement been 
in repute. Bums sometimes visited the neighbourmg farmers, 
and they retumed the compliment; but that way of spending 
time and exchanging civilities was not so common then as now, 
and, besides, the most of the people thereabouts had no expecta- 
tion that Bums's conduct and writings would be so much noticed 
afterwards. Bums kept nine or ten milch cows, some young 
cattle, four horses, and several pet sheep : of the latter he was 
very fond. During the winter and spring time, when he was npt 

^ tS§d 9t Bimii by AHa^ Cimi^iighaiii* 
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cngnged with the Excise bosiness, he occasioiiaUy held the plough 
for an hoar or so for him (William Clark), and was a &ir work- 
man, though the mode of ploughing now-a-days is much superior 
m many respects. During seed-time, Bums might be frequently 
seen, at an efCrly hour, in the fields with his sowing-sheet ; but as 
business often required his attention from home, he, did not sow 
HxQ whole of the grain. He was a kind and indulgent master, 
and spoke &miliarly to his servants, both in the house and 
out of it, thougj^ }£ anything put him out of humour, he was 
ffey ffiUdersomefor a wee while: the storm was soon over, and 
there was never a word of upcast afterwards. Clark never saw 
him really angry but once, and it was occasioned by the careless- 
ness of one of the woman-servants who had not cut potatoes small 
enough, which brought one of the cows into danger of being 
choked. His looks, gestures, and voice on that occasion were 
terrible: W. C. was glad to be out of his sight, and when they 
met again Bums was perfectly calm. If any extra work was to 
be done, the men sometimes got a dram; but Clark had lived 
with masters who were more flttsh in that way to their servants. 
Clark, during the six months he spent at EUisland, never once 
saw his master intoxicated or incapable of managing his own 

business Bums, when at home, usually wore a broad blue 

bonnet, a blue or drab long-tailed coat, corduroy breeches, dark- 
blue stockir^, and cooHkena^ and in cold weather a black-and- 
white-checked plaid wrapped round his shoulders. Mrs Bums 
was a good and pmdent housewife, kept everything in neat and 
tidy order, was well liked by the servants, for whom she provided 
abundance of wholesome food. At ^parting. Bums gave Clark a 
certificate of character, and, besides paying his wages in full, 
gave him a shilling for tk fairing,* 

Two documents, conveying some idea of Bums's mode of con- 
ducting himself in business-arrangements with his inferiors, were 
lately tumed up in Dumfries. The first is a letter to Mr David 
Newal, writer in that town, who was factor on the Dalswinton 
estate : it refers to the forming of a drain, which it would appear 
that Bums and his landlord were to pay in common ; and short as 
it is, and relating to a matter so commonplace, the character of 
the writer never^eless peeps out : — 

"D^ Sir — Enclosed is a state of the account between you and 
me and James Halliday respecting the drain. I have stated it 
at 20d. per rood, as, in fact, even at that, they have not the wages 
they ought to have had, and I cannot for the soul of me see a poor 
deidl a loser at my hand. 

Humanity, I hope, as well as Chanty, will cover a nmltitude of 
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nns ; a mantle of whicb— between yon and me—I have some littie 
Heed. I am, sir, yours, B. B. 

Enclosed in this letter is an account in Bums's handwriting 
between himself and D, Halliday, inferring a deWt of £10, 17s. 3d. 
for wages and the bnilding of a yard-dike, and a credit of £tl, Is. 6d., 
composed of so much in cash, so much in meal and cheese, and 
certain other sums paid for Halliday. This account does not 
appear to be that referred to in the letter to M^iiSfewal : i^ seems 
to be merely a memorandum of the state of D. Halliday^s wages 
at the Martinmas term. It contains, however, equally character- 
istic matter, for the poet makes an error of smmnation to the 
extent of 5s. in Halliday's favour, and overpays him 4s. 3d. besides. 
As to this ' poor devil,' too, he took special care that he ^ should 
not be a loser at his hand.' 

His friend Mr Ramsay of Ochtertyre paid him a visit in the 
course of a tour this summer or autumn, in company with the 
Rev. Mr Stewart of IjUbs. To quote a letter of Mr Ramsay to 
Dr Currie : — 

* Seeing him pass quickly near Closebum, I said to my compa- 
nion : " That is Bums." On coming to the inn the ostler told us 
he would be back in a few hours to grant permits ; that where he 
met with anything seizable he was no better than any odier ganger : 
in everything else that he was perfectly a gentleman. After 
leaving a note to be delivered to him on his retinm, I proceeded 
to his house, being curious to see his Jean, &c. I was much 
pleased with his tixor Sabina qtudis,^ and the poet's modest 
mansion, so unlike the habitation of ordinary rustics. In the 
evening he suddenly bounced in upon us, and said, as he entered : 
" I come, to use the words of Shakspeare, sfewed in haste.^^ In 
fact, he had ridden incredibly fast after receiving my note. We 
fell into conversation directly, and soon got into the mare magnmn 
of poetry. He told me that he had now gotten a story for a 
drama, which he was to call Rob Ma/iquecharCa EUhon, from a 
popular story of Robert Bruce being defeated on the Wiiter of 
Cairn, when the heel of his boot having loosened in his flight, he 
applied to Robert Macquechan to fit it, who, to make sure, ran 
his awl nine inches up the king's heel. We were now going on 
at a great rate, when Mr S[tewart] popped in his head, which put 

* Hie cbMslcti a880oiati(ms of Mr Ramsay would naturally cany liis mind on tiiii 
oooanonto— 

* Q,u6d Bi pudica mulier in partem juvet 
Dommn atque dulccs libefos 
{Scibina quoMs, aut perasta soUbus 
Pemiois MTM- AppuU), &0.' 

H&r, y. Od. 2. 
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a stop to our discourBe) whicli had bdoome very interesting. Yet 
in a little while it was resumed; and such was the force and 
versatility of the bard's genius, that he made the tears ruu down 
Mr S[tewart]'s cheeks, albeit unused to the poetic strain. ♦ « * 
From that time we met no more, and I was grieved at the reports 
of him afterwards. Poor Bums 1 we shall hardly ever see his 
like again. He was, in truth, a sort of comet in literature, irre* 
gular in its motions, which did not do good proportioned to the 
blaze of light it cH^played.' 

An equally competent observer— the late Sir Egerton Brydges— r 
paid a visit to Burns about the same time ; and many years after 
he thus reported his recollections of what passed : — 

' I had always been a great admirer of his genius and of many 
traits in his character; and I was a^are that he was a person 
moody and somewhat difficult to deal with. I was resolved to 
keep in full consideration the irritability of his position in society. 
About a mile from his residence, on a bench, under a tree, I passed 
a figure, which from the engraved portraits of him I did not 
doubt was the poet ; but I did not venture to address him. On 
arriving at his humble cottage, Mrs Bums opened the door ; she 
was the plain sort of humble woman she has been described : she 
ushered me into a neat apartment, and said that she would send 
for Bums, who was gone for a walk. In about half an hour he 
came, and my conjecture proved right : he was the person I had 
seen on the bench by the road-side. At first I was not entirely 
pleased with his countenance. I thought it had a sort of capricious 
jealousy, as if he was half inclined to treat me as an intruder. I 
resolved to bear it, and try if I could humour him. I let him 
choose his turn of conversation, but said a few words about the 
friend whose letter I had brought to him. It was now about four 
in the aftemoon of an autumn day. While we were talking, Mrs 
Bums, as if accustomed to entertain visitors in this way, brought 
in a bottle of Scotch whisky, and set the table. I accepted this 
hospitality. I could not help observing the curious glance with 
whieh he watched me at the entrance of this signi^l of homely 
entertainment. He was satisfied ; he filled our glasses: "Here's 
a health to auld Caledonia ! " The fire sparkled in his eye, and 
mme sympathetically met his. He shook my hand with warmth, 
and we were friends at once. Then he drank " Erin for ever ! " 
an<l the tear of delight burst from Ms eyr.. The fountain of his 
mind and his heart now opened at once, and flowed with abundant 
force almost till midnight. 

* He had amazing acuteness of intellect as well as glow of 
sentiment. I do not deny that- he said some absurd thmgs, and 
mai^ Goar86 ones, and that his knowledge was vOTy irregular, and 
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sometimes too presumpttiouB) and that he did ^ot miduife con- 
tradiction with sufficient patience. His pride, and perha^ hi^ 
vanity, was even morbid,. I ciu'efully avoided topics in which he 
could not take an active part. Of literary gossip he knew nothing, 
and therefore I kept aloof from it: in the technical parts of 
literatore his opinions were crude and uninformed ; but whenever 
be spoke of a great writer whom he had read, his taste was 
g^ierally sound. To a few minor writers he gave more credit 
than they deserved. His great beauty was his manly strength, and 
his energy and elevation of thought and feeling. He had always 
a full mind, and aU flowed from a. genuine spring. I never 
conversed with a man who appeared to be more warmly impressed 
with the beauties of nature : wid visions of female beauty and 
tenderness seemed to transjtort him. He did not merely appear 
to be a poet at casual intervals ; but at every moment a poetical 
enthusiasm seemed to beat in his veins, and he lived all his days 
the inward if not the outward life of a poet. I thought I perceived 
in Bums^s cheek the symptoms of an energy which had been 
pushed too far ; and he had this feelmg himself. Every now and 
then he spoke of the ^ve as soon about to close over him. His 
dark eye had at first a character of sternness ; but as he became 
warmed, though this did not entirely melt away, it was mingled 
with changes of extreme softness.* ' 

If this was a laborious, it was also a hopeful time with Bums. 
He had only as yet been a twelvemonth in the service of the 
revenue, and already, by the kind interest of Mr Graham, his 
promotion to a supervisorship, inferring an income of £200 a 
year, was contemplated. So bright, indeed, were the prospects of 
the poet, that Nicol aflfected, or perhaps scarcely affected, to dread 
his forgetting his old friends, as appears from a characteristic 
letter erf his to Mr Robert Ainslie, dated August 13, 1790 : — * As 
to Bums, poor folks like you and I must resign all thoughts of 
future correspondence with him. To the pride of applauded 
genius is now superadded the pride of office. He was lately 
raised to the dignity of an Esuimmer of Excise, which is a Btq> 
preparative to attaining that of a supennsor. Therefore we can 
expect no less than that his language will become perfectly Horth 
ttan — "odi profanum vulgus etarceo." However, I will see him 
in a fortnight hence ; and if I find that Beelzebub has inflated^his 
heart like a bladder with pride, and given it the fullest distension 
that vanity can effect, you and I wUl bum him in effigy, smd write 
a satire, as bitter as gall and wormwood, against government for 

1 MttropelilMi Mtgwdsit, 
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employing its memieSf like Lord North, to effect its ptnrposes. 
This will be taking all the revenge in our power.' By rating 
Bums as an enemy of the government, Nicol could only refer to 
his predilection for the cause of the Stuarts. In no other respect 
had Bums as yet become liable even to the suspicion of a hostility 
to the existing powers. 

In the autumn of 1790, Dr James Anderson, an agricultural and 
miscellaneous writer of merit, planned a small periodical work of 
an entertaining and instructive character, to be entitled The Bee. 
It commenced in December of this year, and was continued till 
January 1794, when it formed eighteen duodecimo volumes. Dr 
Anderson appears to have secured the good-natured interest of 
Dr Blacklock in behalf of his undertaking, and the blind poet is 
found in September to have addressed a playful poetical lett^ tQ 
Bums, entreating him to become a contributor : — 

TO MR ROBERT BURNS. 

Edinburgh, Igt September [1790.3 
How does my dear Mend, much I languish to hear. 
His fortune, relations, and all that are dear ; 
With love of the Muses so strongly still smitten, 
I meant this epistle in verse to have written ; 
But from age and infirmity indolence flows, 
And this, much I fear, will restore me to prose. 
Anon to my business I wish to proceed, 
Dr Anderson guides and provokes me to speed—* 
A man of integrity, genius, and worth, 
.Who soon a performance intends to set forth; 
A work miscellaneous, extensive, and free, 
- Which will weekly appear, by the name of the Bee. 
Of this from himself I enclose you a plan, 
And hope you will give what assistance you can. 
Entangled wi^ business, and haunted with care^ 
In which more or less human nature must share^ 
Some moments of leisure the Muses will claim, 
A sacrifice due to amusement and fame. 
The Bee^ which sucks honey from every gay bloom, 
With some rays of your genius her work may illume ; 
Whilst the flower whence her honey spontaneously flows, 
As fragrantly smells and as vigorously grows. 

Kow with kind gratulations 'tis time to conclude^ 
And add, your promotion is here tmderstood; ^ 
Thus 6*00 from the servile employ of Excise, sir, 
We hope soon to hear you commence supervisor ; 
Ton then more at leisure, and free from contool. 
May iudulge the strong passion that reigns in your souL 
UL G 



Digitized 



by Google 



146 LIF£ AND WORKS OF BimNS. 

But I, feeble I, must to nature give way ; 

Devoted cold death's and longevity's prey ; 

From verses though languid my thoughts must unbend, 

Though stiU I remain your affectionate friend — 

Thomas Blacklock. 

A firagment of a letter of Burns to Dr Anderson, which 
Cromek recoyered, evidently refers to this application : — 

i"^ TO DR ANDSRSON. 

Sir — I am much indebted to my worthy friend Dr Blacklock, for 
introducing me to a gentleman of Dr Anderson's celebrity; but 
when you do me the honour to ask my assistance in your proposed 
publication, alas ! sir, you might as well think to« chei4>en a little 
honesty at the sign of an advocate's wig, or humility under the 
Qeneva band. I am a miserable hurried devil, worn to the marrow 
in the friction of holding the noses of the poor publicans to the 
grindstone of the Excise 1 and, like Milton's Satan, for private reasons, 
am forced 

To do what fU though damned I wmid abkor 

—and, except a couplet or two of honest execration ♦ ♦ ♦ B. B.i 

We have already seen a little of the correspondence between 
Bnms and his youngest brother William, and of the substantial 
kindness shewn by the former to a youth in a manner thrown upon 
his care by the death of their father. The young man died in 
London in September 1790, and the expense of his last illness and 
funeral appears to have been promptly discharged by the poet, as 
the receipt for it is dated October 8th. 

It chances that some documents, evidencing the promptitude 
and exactness of Bums as a servant of the government, have 
been preserved and recently brought to light. Tbe first is a 
petition of T. J., farmer at Mirecleugh, addressed to the 
justices of peace for Dumfriesshire, reclaiming against a fine of 
£5 which Collector Mitchell had imposed on him for 'making 
fifty - four bushels of malt, without entry, notice, or licence.* 
J. stated that he had been in the habit of making malt for 
forty years without making entry of his kiln or pond, which he 

^ This little piece of businesB is here for tho first time put into proper order. By 
Dr Currie the versified epistle of Blacklock was published nakedly, with the date 
1789. As it is, nevertheless, In the place it should have occupied if dated 1790, and 
as December 1790 is the date of the commencement of the Bek, I have no doubt that 
* 1789 ' is one of the many chronological errors and misprints of Currie. The frag- ' 
ment of Bums's letter is printed by Cmmek under 1794, and by Allan Cnnningham 
is gnppooed to be addressed to Dr Robert Anderson, the early patron of Thomas 
CttnpbeU, and editor of the British Poets, These editors had alike fSedled to obeerr* 
tbe palpable rdation of the one kMer to the other. 
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deemed nnnecessaiy, because the malting was always effected at 
one operation, and not till notice had been given to the proper 
officer. With respect to * notice' on this occasion — having 
inquired of Mr Bums which was the best way of sending it to 
him, he had been informed that a letter might be sent to * John 
Kelloch's ' in Thomhill, whence it might be forwarded by post. 
He had brought Mrs Kelloch to swear that such a letter had 
been sent to her by J.'s son for Mr Bums, but had been mislaid. 
He offered to swear that he had sent the notice to 'Thomhill 
in good time, and had had no intention to defraud the revenue. 
With respect to * licence,' J. averred that he had only been 
prevented from renewing it as usual this year because Mr Mitchell, 
on his applying for it, had put him off to another time, on the 
score of being too busy at the time to grant it to him. 

In respect of J.'s pletition, the justices, Mr Fergusson of Craig- 
darroch, and Captain Riddel, ordered the collector to stop pro- 
ceedings until they should have had an opportunity of mquiring 
into the trath of what it set forth. Then came Buras's 



'ANSWERS TO THE PETITION OF T. J. 

* 1. Whether the petitioner has been in use formerly to malt all 
his grain at one operation, is foreign to the purpose : this last 
season he certainly malted his crop at four or five operations ; 
but be that as it may, Mr J. ought to haf e known that by 
express act of parliament no malt, however small the quantity, 
can be legally manufactured until previous entry be made in 
writing of all the ponds, bams, floors, &c. so as to be used before 
the grain can be put to steep. In the Excise entry -books for the 
division there is not a syllable of T. J.'s name for a number of 
years bygone. 

' 2. True it is that Mr Bums, on his first ride, in answer to Mr 
J.'s question anent the conveying of the notices, among other 
ways pointed out the sending it by post as the most eligible 
method, but at the same time added this express clause, and to 
which Mr Binms is willmg to make fkith : '^ At the same time, 
remember, Mr J., that the notice is at your risk until it reach 
me I" Farther, when Mr Bums came to the petitioner's kiln, 
there was a servant belonging to Mr J. ploughing at a very 
considerable distance from the kiln, who left his plough and three 
horses without a driver, and came into the kiln, which Mr B. 
thought was rather a suspicious circumstance, as there was nothing 
extraordinary in an Excise- officer going into a legal malt-floor so 
«■ to [induce a man to] leave three horses yoked to a plough in 
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tiie distant middle of a moor. This servant, on bebg repeatedljT 
questioned by Mr Bums, could not tdl when the malt was put to 
steep, when it was taken out, &c. — in short, was determined to 
be entirely ignorant of the affiur. By and by, Mr J.'s son 
came in, and on being questioned as to the steeping, taking 
out of the grain, &c. Mr J., junior, refenred me to this said 
servant, this ploughman, who, he said, must remember it best, as 
having been the principal actor in the business. The lad theuy 
having gotten his cue, circumstantially recollected all about it. 

* All this time, though I was t^lluig the son and servant the 
nature of the premunire they had incurred, though they pleaded 
lor mercy keenly, the affair of the notice having been sent never 
once oecurred to them, not even the son, who is said to have been 
the bearer. This was a stroke reserved for, and worthy of the 
gentleman himself. As to Mrs Kelloch^s oath, it proves nothing. 
Bhe did indeed depone to a line being left for me at her house, 
which said line miscarried. It was a sealed letter; she could not 
tell whether it was a malt -notice or not; she could not even 
condescend on the month, nor so much as the season of the year. 
The truth is, T. J. and his family being Seceders, and conse- 
quently coming every Sunday to Thomhill Meeting-house, they 
were a good conveyance for the several maltsters and traders in 
their neighbourhood to transmit to post their notices, permits, &c. 

* But why all this tergiversation? It was put to the petitioner 
in open court, after a full investigation of the cause : " Was he 
willing to swear that he meant no fraud in the matter? " And 
the justices told him that if he swore he would be assoilzied 
[absolved], otherwise he should be fined; still the petitioner, after 
ten minutes' consideration, found his conscience imequal to the 
task, and declined the oath. 

* Now, indeed, he says he is willing to swear : he has been 
exercising his conscience in private, and will perhaps stretch a 
point. But the fact to which he is to swear was equally and in 
all parts known to him on that day when he refused to swear as 
to-day: nothing can give him further light as to the intention of 
his mind, respecting his meaning or not meaning a fraud in the 
affair. No time can cast further light on the present resolves of the 
mind; hut time will reconcUej and has reconciled many a man to 
that iniquity which he at first abhorred.^ 

This is followed by a note of Collector Mitchell, calling for 
confirmation of judgment against J.i A brief, dateless letter 

J The docnm^ts respecting the Mireclextgh proeecutioa, exclusive <rf the letter 
which folk>w8» were found among the oflacial papers of Mr Kerr, who was clerk ol 
the peace at the time : they are now in the possession of Mr M'Gowan, architect 
]>umfrte«. The Miswers by Bvuvs are fti his well-known hand, without sfgnatmik 
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of Boms to tliis gentleman evidently refers to the afikir, and 
sliews that the poet was far from being assured that the justices 
woiQd decide in favour of the revenue. 



TO COLLECTOR MITCHELL. 

Ellibland {(k!M)er 13, 1790.3 
8iR~-I shall no4 fail to wait on Captain Biddel to-night — ^I wish 
and pray that the goddess of justice herself would appear to-morrow 
among our hon. gentlemen, merely to give them a word in their ear 
that mercy to the thief is injustice to the honest man. For my part, 
I have gsdloped over my ten parishes these four days, until thu 
moment that I am just alighted, or rather that my poor jackass- 
skeleton of a horse has let me down ; for the miserable devil has 
been on his knees half a score of times within the last twenty miles, 
telling me in his own way : * Behold, am not I thy faithful jade of a 
horse, on which thou hast ridd^i these many years V 

In short, sir, I have broke my horse's wind, and almost broke my 
own neck, besides some injuries in a part that shall be nameless, 
~ owing to a hard-hearted stone of a saddle. I find that every offender 
has so many great men to espouse his cause, that I shall not be 
surprised if I am not^ committed to the stronghc^d of Uie law 
to-morrow for insolence to the dear friends of the gentiemen of the 
country. I have the honour to be, sir, your obliged and obedient 
humble B. B. 

' How the matter ended does not appear. 



, TO CRAUFORD TAIT, ESQ^ EDINBURGH.^ 

Ei.Li8i.AHD, IS/h October 1790. 

Dear Sir — Allow me to introduce to your acquamtance the 
bearer, Mr Wm. Duncan, a friend of mine, whom I have long known 
and long loved. His father, whose only son he is, has a decent little 
property in Ayrshire, and has bred the young man to the law, in 
^ whiph department he comes up an adventurer to your good town. 
I shajl give you my friend's character in two words : as to his head, 
he has talents enough^ and more than enough, for common life; as 
to his heart, when nat^ire had kneaded the ^dly clay that composes 
it, she ssad : ' I can no move.' 

You, my good sir, were bom under kinder stars ; but your fraternal 
sympathy^ I w^ Imow, can entw into the feelings of the young man 

1 There evidently should be bmt one negative in this sentence. 
* Son of Mr Tait, of Harvieston, where Boms had been so pleasantly entertained 
Ml several occasions in 1787* 
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who goes into life with the laudable ambition to do something, aiicl 
to he somethinfif among his fellow- creatures, but whom the con- 
sciousness of friendless obscurity presses to the earth, and wounds 
to the soul! 

Even the fairest of his yirtues are against him. That independent 
spirit, and that ingenuous modesty — qualities inseparable from a 
noble mind — ^are, with the million, circumstances not a little dis- 
qualifying. What pleasure is in the power of the fortunate and the 
happy, by their notice and patronage, to brighten the countenance 
and glad the heart of such depressed youth ! I am not so angry 
with mankind for their deaf economy of the purse : the goods of this 
world cannot be divided without being lessened — but why be a niggard 
of that which bestows bliss on a fellow -creature, yet takes nothing 
from our own means of enjoyment ? We wrap ourselves up in the 
doak of our own better fortune, and turn away our eyes, lest the 
wants and woes of our brother -mortals should disturb the selfish 
apathy of our souls 1 

I am the worst hand in the world at asking a favour. That 
indirect address, that insinuating implication, which, without any 
positive request, plainly expresses your wish, is a talent not to be 
acquired at a though-tail. Tell me, then — for you can — in what 
periphrasis of language, in what circumvolution of phrase, I shall 
envelop, yet not conc^ this plain story ?— * My dear Mr Tait, my 
friend Mr Duncan, whom I have the pleasure of introducing to you, 
is a young lad of your own profession, and a gentleman of much 
modesty and great worth. Perhaps it may be in your power to 
assist him in the, to him, important consideration of getting a places 
but at all events, your notice and acquaintance will be a very great 
acquisition to him, and I dare pledge myself that he will never 
disgrace your favour.' 

You may possibly be surprised, sir, at such a letter from me ; 'tis, 
I own, in the usual way of calculating these matters, more than our 
acquaintance entitles me to; but my answer is short: Of all the 
men at your time of life whom I knew in Edinburgh, you are the 
most accessible on the side on which I have assailed you. Tou are 
very much altered, indeed, from what you were when I knew you, if 
generosity point the path you will not tread, or humanity call to you 
in vain. 

As to myself—a being to whose interest I believe you are still a 
well-wisher — I am here, breathing at all times, thinking sometimes, 
and rhyming now and then. Every situation has its share ^f the 
cares and pains of life, and my situation, I am persuaded, has a full 
ordinary aJlowance of its pleasures and enjoyments. 

My b^t compliments to your father and Miss Tait. If you have 
an opportunity, please remember me in the solemn-league-and- 
covenant of friendship to Mrs Lewis Hay.^ I am a wretch for not 
writing her ; but I am so hackneyed with self-accusation in that wa/ 

^ Formerly Misi Mugatot Chalmers. 
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&at my'ooofloience lies in my hosom with scarce the senmhility o[ 
an oyster in its shelL Where is Lady M*Kenzie ? Wherever she is, 
Qod bless her 1 I likewise beg leave to trouble you with compli- 
ments to Mr Wm. Hamilton, Mrs Hamilton and family, and Mrs 
Ohalm^^ when you are in that country. Should you meet with 
Miss Nimmo^ please remember me kindly to her. K B. 

On the day when Bums wrote this letter, he received a visit 
from his young friend Robert Ainslie. It was the kirn night, or 
evening for the celebration of harvest -home, and Ainslie found, 
besides a sister of Bums and a sister of Mrs Bums, who wete 
ordinary inmates of the house, three male and female cousins who 
had been assisting in the harvest- work, and a few neighbours of 
homely character. *We spent the evening,' says Ainslie in a 
letter to Mrs M'Lehose, * in the way common on such occasions, of 
dancing, and kissing the lasses at the end of every dance.* The 
guest speaks of Bums's hearty welcome to himself, and of his 
kind attentions to Mrs Bums, but does not seem to have thought 
the mSnage and company worthy of the poet. * Our friend,* he 
says, * is as ingenious as ever, and seems happy with the situation 
I have described. His mind, however, seems to me to be a great 
mixture of the poet and exciseman. One day he sits down and 
writes a beautiful poem — and the next seizes a cargo of tobacco 
from some unfortunate smuggler, or roups out some poor wretch 
for selling liquors without a licence. From his conversation, he 

seems to be pretty frequently among the great Having 

found that his farm does not answer, he is about to give it up, 
and depend wholly on the Excise.' ^ 

As^if to make up by one great effort for the scant attention he 
had this year given to the Muse, Bums composed in its fall the 
much -admired poem of Tarn o* Shanter, According to the 
recital of Gilbert Bums, it originated thus : — * When my fether 
feued his little property near AUoway Kirk, the wall of the church- 
yard had gone to ruin, and cattle had free liberty of pasture in it. 
My father and two or three neighbours joined in an application to 
the town-council of Ayr, who were superiors of the adjoining land, 
for liberty to rebuild it, and raised by subscription a sum for 
enclosing this ancient cemetery with a wall: hence he came to 
consider it as his burial-place, and we leamed that reverence for 
it people generally have for the burial-place of their ancestors. 
My brother was living in Ellisland, when Captain Grose, on his 
peregrinations through Scotland, stayed some time at CJarse House 
in the neighbourhood, with Captain Robert Riddel of Glenriddel, 

1 Original letter in tlie poweadon of the late Mr W, C. M'Lehose, grandson of 
Clarinda. 
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a pfirticalar friend of my brother^s. 'Die antiquary and tEe po«t 
were "unco pack and thick thegither." Robert requested of 
Captain Grose, when he should come to Ayrshire, that he would 
ma^e a drawing of Aljoway Kirk, as it was the burial-place of his 
father, where he himself had a sort of claim to lay down his 
bones when they should be no longer serviceable to him; and 
added, by way of encouragement, that it was the scene of many a 
good story of witches and apparitions, of which he knew the 
captain was very fond. The captain agreed to the request, 
provided the poet would furnish a witch- story, to be printed along 
with it. Tarn d' Shanier was produced on this occasion, and was 
first published in Grose's Antiquities of Scotland,^ 

'llie poem,* says Mr Lockhart, 'was the work of one day; 
and Mrs Bums well remembers the circumstances. He spent most 
of the day on his favourite walk by the river, where, in the afternoon, 
she joined him with some of her children — [there were then only 
two.] He was busily crooning to himsel, and Mrs Bums, perceiving 
that her presence was an intermption, loitered behind with her 
little ones among the broom. Her attention was presently attracted 
by the strange and wild gesticulations of the bard, who, now at 
some distance, was agonised with an ungovemable access of joy. 
He was reciting very loud, and with the tears rolling down his 
cheeks, those animated verses which he had just conceived — 

•* Now.Tam, O Tam ! had thae been queans, * 
A' plump and strappin' in their teens $ 
^nieir saj^B, instead o' creeshie flannen. 
Been snaw-white seventeen-hunder linen ! 
Thir breeks o' mine, my only pair. 
That ance were plush, o' guid blue hair, 
I wad hae gi'^n them off my hurdles. 
For ae blink o* the bonny burdiesi "' ^ 



TAM O' SHANTER : 



< Of brownyifl and of bogilis fidl is this buk&* 

Oawiv Doucue<ai. 

When chapman billies leave the street, fellows 

And drouthy neibors, neibors meet^ 

As market-days are wearing late^ 

And fdk begin to tak the p^ie; nad 

1 * The above,* says Mr Lockhart, * is quoted from a manuscript Journal of 
C^mek. Mr M'Diannid confirms the statement, and adds that the poet, having 
committed the verses to writing on the top of his sod-dike over the water, aunt into 
tlw bouse* and read them immediately in high triumph at the firetid«.' 
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• While we sit bousing at the nappy, 
And gettin' fou and nnco happy, 
We think na on the lang Scots miles, 
The mosses, waters, slaps, and stiles. 
That lie between us and our hame. 
Where site our sulky sullen dame. 
Gathering her brows like gathering storm, 
Nursing her wrath to keep it warm. 

This truth fand honest Tarn o* Shanter, 
As he frae Ayr ae night did canter, 
(Auld Ayr, wham ne*er a town surpasses 
For honest men and bonnie lasses.) 

O Tarn ! hadst thou but been sae wise, 
As ta'en thy ain wife Kate's advice I 
She tauld thee weel thou was a skellum, 
A blethering, blustering, drunken blellum;^ 
That frae November till October, 
Ae market-day thou was na sober; 
That ilka melder,^ wi' the miller. 
Thou sat as lang as thou had siller ; 
That every naig was ca!d a shbe on. 
The smith and thee gat roaring fou on ; 
That at the Lord's house, even on Sunday, 
Thou drank wi' Kirkton Jean till Monday ,3 
She ph)phesied, that, late or soon. 
Thou would be found deep drowned in Doon, 
Or catched wi* warlocks in the mirk, darkneit 

• By Alloway's auld haunted kirk. 

Ah, gentle dames 1 it gars me greet, cauaes cry 

To think how mony counsels sweety 
How mony lengthened sage advices, 
The husband firae the wife despises I 

But to our tale :— Ae market-nighty 

Tam had got planted unco rights 

Fast by an ingle, bleezing finely, 

Wi' reaming swats, that drank divinely; new ale 

And at his elbow, Souter Johnny, 

His ancient, to*usty, drouthy crony ; 

Tam lo'ed him like a vera brither — . 

They had been fou' for weeks thegitherl 

< An idle-talking fellow. 

« • The quantity of meal ground at the mill at one time.'— Dr Jamieion. 

9 In Scotland, the village where a parish church Is situated is usually called the 
Kirkton. A certain Jean Kennedy, who kept a reputable publio-house in th« 
village of Ktrkoswald, is hero alluded to. 
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The Bight drave on wi' sangs and datter. 
And aye the ale was growing better: 
The landlady and Tarn grew gracious, 
Wi* favours secret, sweet, and precious ; 
The Souter tauld his queerest stories. 
The landlord's laugh was ready chorus : 
The storm without might rair and rustle^ 
Tarn didna mind the storm a whistle. 

Care, mad to see a man sae happy, 
E'en drowned himself amang the nappy 1 
As bees flee hiune wi' lades o' treasure, 
The minutes winged their way wi' pleasure: 
Kings may be blest, but Tarn was gloriotts. 
O'er a' the ills o* life victorious. 

But pleasures are like poppies spread. 

You seize the flower, its bloom is shed ; 

Or like the snowfall in the river, 

A moment white — then melts for ever;^ 

Or like the borealis race. 

That flit ere you can point their place ; 

Or like the rainbow's lovely form 

Evanishing amid the storm. 

Kae man can tether time or tide, 

The hour approaches Tarn maim ride ; 

That hour, o* night's black arch the key-stan^ 

That dreary hour he mounts his beast in ; " 

And sic a night he taks the road in 

As ne'er poor sinner was abroad in. 

The wind blew as 'twad blawn its last ; 
The rattling showers rose on the blast ; 
The speedy gleams the darkness swallowed, 
Loud, deep, and lang the thunder bellowed : 
That night, a child might understand, 
The Deil had business on his hand. 

Weel mounted on his gray mare, Meg, 

A better never lifted leg. 

Tarn skelpit on through dub and mire. 

Despising wind, and rain, and Are ; 

Whiles holding fast his guid blue bonnet, 

Whiles crooning o'er some anld Scots sonnet; iminmiqg 

Whiles glowering round wi' i^ud^it oares^ stering 

Lest bogles catch him unawares. 



«; 



I Caoidior nivibus, tiino oum cecidere rocentes. 
In liquidas nondum quas mora \'ertit aquas. 

Ovid, Amor. iii. 5. 
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Kirk-Alloway was drawing nigV 
Where ghalsts and houlets nightly cfy. 

By this time he was cross the ford, 

Where in the snaw the chapman smoored ; gmothend 

i * jUloway Kirk, with its little endosed burial-ground, stands beside the road 
from Ayr to Maybole, about two miles from the former town. The chnrdi has long 
been roofless, but the walls are pretty well preserved, and it still retains its bell at 
the east end. Upon the whole, the spectator is struck with the idea that the 
witches must have had a rather narrow stage for the perff^rmanoe of their revels, as 
described in the poem. The inner area is now divided by a partition-wall, and one 
part forms the frimily burial-place of Mr Cathoart of Blairston. The ** winnock- 
bunkw in the east," where sat the awfril musician of the pu'ty, is a conspicuous 
feature, being a small window divided hy ft thiok muUion. Around the building 
are the vestiges of other openings, at any of which the hero of the tale may be 
supposed to have looked in upon the hellish scene. Within the last few years the 
old oaken rafters of the kirk were mostly entire, but they have now been entirely 
taken away, to form, in various shapes, memorials of a i>lace so remaikably 
signalised by genius. It is necessary for those who surv^ the ground in reference 
to the poem, to be informed that the old road from Ayr to this spot, by which Bums 
supposed his hero to have approached Alloway Kirk, was eensiderably to the west 
of the present one, which, nevertheless, has existed since before the time (rf Bums. 
Upon a field about a quarter of a mile to the north-west of the kirk, is a siagla 
tree en<doeed with a paling, the last remnant of a group which covered 



'thecidm 



Whare hunters £uid the murdered bairn ; *' 
and immediately beyond that object is 



- «' the ford. 



Whare in the snaw the chapman smoOTcd ; ** 

(namely, a ford over a small bum which soon after Joins the Doon) being two 
places which Tam o' Shanter is described as having passed on his solitary way. 
The road then made a sweep towards the river, and, passing a well which trickles 
down into the Doon, where formerly stood a thorn, on which an individual, called 
in the poem " Mungo's mither," committed suicide, apiMroached Alloway Kii^ 
upon the west. These drcumstancos may here appear trivial, but it is surjHising 
with what interest any visitor to the real scene will inquire into, and behold 
every part of it which can be associated, however remotely, with the poem of Tam 
0* ShanUr. The churchyard contains sev^al old monuments, of a veiy humble 
description, marking the resting-places of undistinguished persons, who formerly 
lived in the neighbourhood, and probably had the usual hereditary title to little 
spaces of ground in this ancient cemetery. Among those persons rests WilUam 
Bumess, &ther of the poet, over whose grave the son had piously raised a small 
stone, recording his name and the date of his death, together with the Aort 
poetical tribute to his memory which is eopied in the works of the bard. But for 
ihis monument, long ago destroyed and carried away pieoemeal, thero is now 
substituted one of somewhat finer proportions. But the churchyard of Alloway 
has now become fo^ionable with the dead as well as the living. Its little area ia 
absolutely crowded with modem monuments, referring to persons many of whom 
have been brought tcoxa. considerable distances to take their rest in this doobly- 
consecrated ground. Among these is one to the memory of a person named 
l^e, who, visiting the spot some years ago, happened to express a wish that ha 
might be laid in Alloway Churchyaj^ and, as fete would have it, was interred in 
the spot he had pointed out within a fortnight. Nor is this all; for even the 
neighbouring gentry are now contending for departments in this fold of the 
departed, and it is probable that the elegant mausoloa of rank and wealth will soon 
be jostling with the stunted obelisks of humble worth and noteless poverty.'— 
Chana>erf$ Journal, \9Si. 

* Oct. 22, 1823, [died} at Doontoot Mffl, Mr David Watt, miller, in the sixty- 
eighth year of his age. lie was school-fellow with the celebraled Robert Bumi^ 
and the last person baptised in Alloway KiikJ^Mag^^ne Obituanf, 
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And past the birks and meikier stane^ 

Where drunken CSiarHe brak's neck-bane ; 

And through the whins, and by the cairn. 

Where hunters fimd the murdered bairn ; 

And near the thorn, aboon the well. 

Where Mungo's mi^er hanged herseL 

Before him Doon poors all his floods; 

The doubling storm roars through the woods ; ,] 

The lightnings flash from pole to pole, \ 

Near and more near the thunders roll ; «| 

When, glimmering through the groaning trees, j 

Eirk-AUowayseemedinableeze; i 

Through ilka bore the beams were glancing^ ii. I 

And loud resounded mirth and dancing. ? 

Inspiring bold John Barleycorn ! 

What dangers thou canst make us scorn ! 

Wi' tippenny we fear nae evil ; 

Wi' usquebae we'U face the devil ! — 

The swats sae reamed in Tammie's noddle, 

Fair play, he cared na deils a boddle. 

But Maggie stood right sair astonished. 

Till, by the heel and hand admonished, 

Bhe ventured forward on the light ; 

And, wow 1 Tam saw an unco sight ! 

Warlocks and witches in a dance ; 

Kae cotillon brent new frae France, 

But hornpipes, jigs, strathspeys, and recls^ 

Fat life and metSe in their heels : 

A winnock-bunker in the east, 

Th^« sat auld Nick, in shi^e o' beast ; 

A towzde tyke, black, grim, and large, sliaggy dog 

To gie them mu^c was his charge ; 

He screwed the pipes and gart them skirl, Bcreem 

TUl roof and rafters a' did dirl. vibrsto 

Coffins stood round, like open presses. 

That shawed the dead in Uieir last dresses ; 

And by some devilish cantrip slight trick 

Each in its canld hand held a light — 

By which heroic Tam was able 

To note upon the haly table, 

A murderer's banes in gibbet aims ; 

Twa spon-lang, wee unchristened bairns ; 

A thief, new-cutted frae a rape, 

Wi* his last gasp his gab did gape ; 

Five tomahawks, wi' bluid red-rusted; 

Five scimitars, wi* murder crusted; 

A garter which a babe had strangled ; 

A knife, a father's throat had mai^led. 
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Whom his ain Mil o' life bereft^ 
Hie ^a,y hairs yet stack to the heft : 
Wi* mair o' horrible and awfd', ' 
Which even to aame wad be milawfa'. 

As Tammie glowred, ainazed and carious, 

The mirth and fun grew fiust and furious : 

The piper loud and louder blew ; 

The dancers quick and quicker flew ; 

They reeled, they set, they crossed, they deekit, linked 

Till ilka carline swat and reekit, smoked 

And coost her duddies to the wark^ clothes 

And linket at it in her sark ! 

Now Tam, O Tam I had thae been queans, 

A' plump and strappin' in their teens ; 

Th^ sarks, instead o' creeshie flannen, 

Been snaw-white seventeen-hunder linen I ^ 

Thir breeks o' mine, my only pair, 

That ance were plush, o' guid blue hair, 

I wad hae gi'en them off my hurdles, 

For ae blink o* the bonnie burdies ! 

But withered beldams, auld and droll, 

Rigwoodie^ hags, wad spean a foal, wean 

Louping and flinging on a cummock, Btick 

I wonder didna turn thy stomach. 

But Tam kenned what was what fu' brawlie ; 

Hiere was ae winsome wench and walie, goo4^ 

That night enlisted in the core, 

(Lang i&er kenned on Carrick shore ; 

For mony a beast to dead she shot. 

And perished mony a bonnie boat, 

And shook baith meikle com and bear, 

And kept the countrynside in fear.) 

Her cutty-sark, o* Paisley ham, short diill 

That while a lassie she had worn. 

In longitude though sorely scanty, 

It was her best, and she was vauntie — 

Ah ! little kenned thy reverend grannie^ 

That sark she cofk for her wee Kannie^ 

Wi' twa pund Boots ('twas a' her riches)^ 

Wad ever graced a dance o' witches ! 

But here my Muse her wing maun cour, 
8ie flights are tar beyond her power; 

> * The mamiihokirer'i term for a fine linen, ttotob in a i«ed of 17C0 dividona.*-* 
Oromek. 
« Worthy^of the gallowi. 
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To sing bow Nannie lap and flang, 
(A souple jad she was and Strang,) 
And how Tarn stood like ane bewitched. 
And thought his very een enriched ; 
Even Satan glowred and fidged fu' fain. 
And hotched and blew wi' might and main : 
Till first ae caper, syne anither, 
Tam tint his reason a' thegither, 
And roars out, ' Weel done, Outty-sark 1'. 
And in an instant all was dark : 
And scarcely had he Maggie rallied, 
When out the helli^ legion sallied. 
As bees bizz out wi' angry fyke, tr^ 

When plundering herds assail their byke ; nest 
As open pussie's mortal foes, the h*ra 

When, pop I she starts before their nose ; 
As eager runs the market-crowd, 
• When * Catch the thief 1' resounds aloud ; 
So Maggie runs, the witches £d11ow, 
Wi' mony an eldritch screech and hollow. fri^tfid 

Ah, Taml ah, Tam ! thou'U get thy fairin' ! 

In hell they'll roast thee like a herrin'! 

In vain thy Kate awaits thy comin'! 

Ea,te soon will be a woefu' woman! 

Now, do thy speedy utmost, Meg, 

And win the keystane^ o' the brig; 

There at them thou thy tail may toss, 

A running stream they darena cross! 

But ere the keystane she could make. 

The fient a tail she had to shake ! 

For Nannie, far before the resty' 

Hard upon noble Maggie prest, 

And flew at Tam w? furious ettle, endeavour 

But little wist she Maggie's mettle— 

Ae luring brought off her master hale, 

But left behind her ain gray tail : 

The carline claught her by the rump. 

And left poor Maggie scarce a stump. 

Now, wha this tale o* truth shall read, 
nk man and moth^s son take heed : 
Whene'er to drink you are inclined, 
Or cutty-sarks run in your mind. 
Think ! ye may buy the joys ower dear — 
Remember Tam o' Shanter's mare. 

1 It is a well-known fact that witches, or any evil spirits, have no power tt 
ffc^ow a poor wight any farther than the middle of the next running stream. It 
way he ^ropet likewise to mention to the benighted traveller, that when he falls 
in with bcffleit whatever danger may be in his going forward, tiiere is much mote 
hazard in tnmin^ bade.— A 
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It appears that Burns originally sent his AHoway-Eirk 
•witcli-stories in a plain prose recital as follows : — 

TO FEANCIS GROSE, ESQ. 

Among the many witch-stories I have heard relating to Alloway 
Kirk, I distinctly remember only two or three. 

Upon a stormy night, amid whistling squalls of wind and bitter 
blasts of hail — in short, on such a night as the devil would choose to * 
take the air in— a farmer, or farmer's servant, was plodding and 
plashing homeward with his plough - irons on his shoulder, having 
been getting some repairs on them at a neighbouring smithy. His 
way lay by the kirk of Alloway ; and being rather on the anxious 
look-out in approaching a place so well known to be a favourite haunt 
of the devil, and the devU's friends and emissaries, he was struck 
aghast by discovering through the horrors of the storm and stormy 
night, a light, which on his nearer approach plainly shewed itself to 
proceed from the haunted edifice. Whether he had been fortified 
from above on his devout supplication, as is customary with people 
when they suspect the immediate presence of Satan, or whether, 
according to another custom, he had got courageously drunk at the 
smithy, I will not pretend to determine ; but so it was, that ho 
ventured to go up to, nay, into the very kirk. As luck would have 
it, his temerity came ofP unpunished. 

The members of the infemid junto were all out on some midnight 
business or otiier, and he saw nothing but a kind of kettle or caldron, 
depending from the roof, over the fire, simmering some heads of 
unchristened children, limbs of executed malefactors, &c« for- the 
business of the night. It was, in for a penny, in for a pound, with 
the honest ploughman: so without ceremony he unhooked the 
caldron from ofi^ the fire, and pouring out the damnable ingredients, 
inverted it on his head, and carried it fairly home, where it remained 
long in the family, a living evidence of the truth of the story. 

Another story, which I can prove to be equally authentic, was as 
follows : — 

On a market-day in the town of Ayr, a farmer from Carrick, and 
consequently whose way lay by the very gate of Alloway Kirkyard, in 
order to cross the river Doon at the old bridge, which is about two or 
three hundred yards farther on than the said gate, had been detained 
by his business, till by the time he reached Alloway it was the wizard 
hour, between night and morning. 

Though he was terrified with a blaze streaming from the kirk, yet 
as it is a well-known &ct, that to turn back on these occasions is 
running by far the greatest risk of mischief, he prudently advanced 
on his road. When he had reached the gate of the kirkyard, he was 
surprised and entertained, through the ribs and arches of an old Gothic 
winidow, which still faces the highway, to see a dance of witches 
merrily footing it round their old sooty blackguard master, who was 
keeping them all alive with the power of his bagpipe. The farmer. 
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Stopping bis horse to 6b»&rve tbem a littie» oonld pisuxly descry 4he 
fiju^ of many old women of lus acquaintance and n^ghbouriioQd. 
How the genUeman was dressed^ tradition does not say, but that the 
ladies were all in their smocks : and one of them happening unluckily 
to have a smock which was considerably too short to answer all ike 
purpose of that piece of dressy our fanner was so tickled* that he 
involimtarily« burst out, with a loud laugh, * Weel luppen, Haggy 
. wi' the short Mtric!' and recollecting himself instantly spurred his 
horse to the top of his speed. I need not m^ition the universally- 
known fact, that no diabolical power can pursue you beyond the 
middle of a running stream. Lucky it was for the poor farmer that 
the river Doon was so near, for notwithstanding the speed of his 
horse, which was a good (me, against he reached the middle of the 
arch of the bridge, and consequently the middle of the stream, the 
pursuing, vengefol hags were so close at his heels, that one of them 
actusdly sprang to seize him : but it was too late ; nothing was on her 
mde of the stream but the horse's tail, whi<^ immediately gave way 
at her infernal grip^ as if pasted by a stroke of lightning; but the 
farmer was beyond her reach. However, the unsightly, tail-less 
condition of the vigorous steed was, to the last hour of the noble 
creature's life, an awful warning to the Carrick farmers not to stay 
too late in Ayr markets. 

The last relation I shall give, though equally true, is not so well 
identified as the two former with regard to the scene ; but as the 
best authorities give it for Alloway, I shall relate, it. 

On a summer's evening, about Uie time nature puts on her sables 
to mourn the expiry of the cheerful day, a shepherd-boy, belonging 
to a farmer in the immediate neighbourhood of Alloway Kirk, had 
just folded his diarge, and was returning home. As he passed the 
kirk, in the adjoining field, he fell in with a crew of men and women, 
who were busy pulling stems of the plant ragwort* He observed that 
as each person pulled a ragwort, he or she got astride of it, and called 
out, *Up horsie !' on which the ragwort flew ofi;like Pegasus, through 
the air with its rider. The foolish boy likewise pulled his ragwort, and 
cried with the rest, * Jfp horsie I ' and, strange to tell, away he flew - 
with the company. The first stage at which tiie cavalcade stopt was 
a mercfaajdt's wine-cellar in Bordeaux, where, without saying by 
your leave, they quaffed away at the best the cellar could afford, until 
the morning, foe to tiie imps and works of darkness, threatened to 
ti^pow light on the matter, and frightened them from their carousals. 
The poor shepherd lad, being equally a stranger to the scene and 
the liquor, heedlessly got himself drunk; and when the rest took 
horse, he fell asleep, and was found so next day by some of the 
people belonging to the merchant. Somebody that' understood 
Scotch, asking him what he was, he said such-a- one's herd in 
Alloway ; and by some means or other getting home again, he lived 
long to tell the world the wondrous tale. K. B.i 

' This Itfttor was communicated by Mr Gilchrist, of Stamford, to Sir EecxtoQ 
Brydges, by whom it was published in the Oensura Literaria, 1796. 
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The country people in Ayrsbiee, contrary to their wcmt, 
nnmythicise the narrations of Burns, and point both to a real 
Tarn and Souter Johnny and to A natural occurrence as the basis 
of the fiction. Their story is as follows: — The hero was an 
honest flEinner named Douglas Graham, who liyed at Shanter, 
between Tumberry and Colzean. His wife, Helen ' MTaggart, 
was much addicted to superstitious beliefs. Graham, dealing in 
malt, went to Ayr every market-day, whither he was frequently 
accompanied by a shoemaking neighbour, John Davidson, who 
dealt a little in leather. The two would often linger to a late 
hour in the taverns at the market-town. One night, when riding 
home more than usually late by himself in a storm of wind and 
rain, Graham, in passing over Brown Carrick Hill near the Bridge 
of Doon, lost his bonnet, which contained the money he had 
drawn that day at the market. To avoid the scolding of his wife, 
he imposed upon her credulity with a story of witches seen at 
Alloway Kiric, but did not the less return to the Carrick Hill to 
seek for his money, which he had the satisfaction to find with his 
bonnet in a plantation near the road. It is supposed that Bums, 
when in his youth living among the Carrick fanners at Kirk- 
oswald, became acquainted with Graham and Davidson, studied 
their grotesque habits, and heard of their various adventures, 
includkig that of Alloway Kirk, though peiiiaps without learning 
that it was the imposture of a husband upon a too-credulous wife. 
Douglas Graham and John Davidson, the supposed originals of 
Tam o' Shanter and Souter Johnny, have long reposed in the 
churchyard of Kirkoswald, where the former has a handsome 
monument, bearing a pious inscription. 

The poem duly appeared in Grose's work, in connection with & 
plate of Kirk- Alloway, and with a note of the editor, some of the 
terms of which will scarcely fail to amuse the modem reader; — 

' To my ingmums Mend, Mr Robert Bums, I have been seriously 
obligated: he was not only at the pains of making out what was 
most worthy of notice in Ayrshire, the county honoured by his 
birth, but he also wrote, expressly for this wmrk, the jtn-etty idle 
annexed to Alloway Church.' 

Poor Grose's work appeared at the ^id of April 1791, and he 
himself died suddenly at Dublin about three weeks after. 

Mrs Dunlop had this summer undergone a severe domestic 
affliction. Her daughter Susan had married a French gentleman 
named Henri, of good birth and fortune, and the young couple lived 
happily at Loudoun Castle in Ayrshire, when (June 22, 1790) the 
gentleman sank under the effects of a severe cold, leaving his 
wife pregnant. The birth of a son and heir in the subsequent 
November is the theme of an exulting letter of Boms. 
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XiIFB AND WCmKS OF BUBNg. 



TO MRS DUNLOP. 



Ellislakd, [UaUrpart o/1 November 1790. 

< As cold waters to a thirsty soul, so is good news firom a faa 
country.* 

Fate has long owed me a letter of good news from you, in return 
for the many tidings of sorrow which I have received. In this 
instance I most cordially obey the apostle : * Rejoice with them that 
do rejoice * — for me to sing for joy is no new thing ; but to precuh 
for joy, as I have done in the commencement of this episUe, is a 
pitch of extravagant rapture to which I never rose before. 

I read your letter — I literally jumped for joy. How could such a 
mercurial creature as a poet lumpishly keep his seat on the receipt 
of the best news from his best friend! I seized my gilt -headed 
Wangee rod, an instrument indispensably necessary, in my left hand, 
in the moment of inspiration and rapture ; and stride, stride — quick 
and quicker — out ^ipt I among the broomy banks of Nith to 
muse over my joy by retail. To keep within the bounds of prose 
was impossible. Mrs Little's ^ is a more elegant, but not a more 
sincere compliment to the sweet little fellow, than I, extempore 
almost, poured out to him in the following verses : — 



STANZAS ON THB BIRTH OF A POSTHUMOUS CHILD, BORN UNDER 
PBCUUAR CIRCUMSTANCES OF FAMILY DISTRESS. 

Sweet floweret, pledge o* meikle love. 

And ward o' mony a prayer. 
What heart o' stane wad thou na move, 

Sae helpless, sweet, and fair 1 

November hirples o*er the lea umpt 

Chill on thy lovely form ; 
And gane, alais ! the sheltering tree 

Should shield thee frae the storm« 

May He who gives the rain to pour, 

And wings the blast to blaw. 
Protect thee frae the driving shower, 

The bitter frost and snaw 1 

May He, the friend of wo and want, 

Who heals life*s various stounds, pangs 

Protect and guard the mother-plant, 
And heal her cruel wounds 1 

^ Mn Little was a poetical mninnaid in tbe service of Mrs Henri at LoudoOi 
Castle. For an account of her see Contemporariet o/Burm, EOinbuxgh : 1840 
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But late Bhe flourished, rooted fast, 

Fair on the summer mom; 
Kow^ feebly bends she in the blast, 

Unsheltered and forlorn. 

Blest be thy bloom, thou lovely gem, 
Unscathed by ruffian hand ! 
\ And from thee many a parent stem 
Arise to deck our landl 

I am much flattered by your approbation of my Tarn o' SJianter, 
which you express in your former letter, though, by the by, you 
load me in that said letter with accusations heavy and many, to 
all which J plead, not guilty! Your book is, I hear, on the road to 
reach me. As to printing of poetry, when you prepare it for the 
press, you have only to spell it right, and place the capital letters 
properly— as to the punctuation, the printers do that themselves. 

I have a copy of Tarn o' Shanter ready to send you by the first 
opportunity — it is too heavy to send by post. 

I heard of Mr Corbet i lately. He, in consequence of your recom- 
mendation, is most zealous to serve me. Please favour me soon 
with an account of your good folks ; if Mrs H. is recovering, and the 
young gentleman doing well. B. B. 

The subsequent history of Mrs Henri and her son is In some 
points worthy of being commemorated. In a subsequent letter 
Bums deplores her dangerous and distressing situation in France, 
exposed to the tumults of the Eevolution; and he has soon after 
occasion to condole with his venerable friend on the death of her 
daughter in a foreign land. When this sad event took place the 
orphan child fell under the immediate care of his paternal grand- 
father, who, however, was soon obliged to take refuge in Switzer* 
land, leaving the infant behind him. Years passed— he and the 
Scotch friends of the diild heard nothing of it, and concluded that 
it was lost. At length, when the elder Henri was enabled to 
retum to his ancestral domains, he had the unspeakable satis- 
faction of finding that his grandson and heir was alive and well, 
having never been removed from the place. The child had been 
protected and reared with the greatest care by a worthy female 
named Mademoiselle Susette, formerly a domestic of the family. 
This excellent person had even contrived, through all the levelling 
violences of the intervening period, to preserve in her young 
charge the feelings appropriate to his rank. Though absolutely 
indebted to her industry for his bread, she had caused him always 
to be seated by himself at table and regularly waited on, so that 

1 One of fbe general sapertiBon of Excise. 
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the etherwise plebeian oircametances in which he lived did not 
greatly affect him. The subject of Burns^s stanzas was a very 
few years ago proprietor of the family estates; and it is agreeable 
to add, that Mademoiselle Susette then lived in his paternal 
mansion, in the enjoyment of that grateful respect to which her 
fidelity and discretion so eminently entitled her. 



TO WILLIAM DUNBAR, W. S. 

^ - Ellisland, ITik January 179L 

I AM not gone to Elysium, most noble colonel,^ but am still here in 
this sublunary world, serving my God by propagating his image, and 
honouring my king by begetting him loyal subjects. 

Many happy returns of the season await my friend. May the 
ihoms of care never beset his path I May peace be an inmate of 
his bosom, and rapture a frequent visitor of his soul! May the 
bloodhounds of mi^ortune never track his steps, nor the screech-owl 
of sorrow alarm his dwelling ! May enjoyment tell thy hours, and 
pleasure number thy days, thou Mend of tiie bard ! < Blessed be he 
that blesseth thee, and cursed be he that curseth thee ! ! !' 

As a further proof that I am still in the land of existence, I send you 
a poem, the latest I have composed. I have a particular reason fw 
wishing you only to shew it to select friends, should you think it worthy 
a friend'^ perusal ; but i^ at your first leisure hour, yon will flBkVomr 
me with your opinion o^ and strictures on, the performance, it will 
be an ad<titional obligation on, dear sir, your deeply-indebted hunUe 
servant^ B. B. 



TO MB PBTBR HILL. 

Ellislano, 17th January 1791. 
Takb these two^ e^nineas, and place them overagainst that damned 
account of yours, which has gagged my mouth these ^& or six months ! 
I can as little write good thmgs as apologies to the man I owe money 
to. O the supreme curse of makui^ tlu'ee guineas do the business 
of five ! Not all the labours of Hercules ; not all the Hebrews* three 
centuries of Egyptian bondage, were such an insuperable business, such 
an infernal taak ! ! Poverty 1 thou half-sister of death, thou cousin- 
german of hell! — ^where shall I find force of execration equal to the 
amplitude of thy demerits ! Oppressed by thee, the venerable ancient, 
grown hoary in the practice of every virtue, laden with years and 
wretchedness, implores a little, little aid to support his existence, 

1 So styled tt0 pregident of the convivial society called the Croohallan Pencibles. 

s In the original account, penes Mr Thomas Thorbum, Dumfries, Hill enters £3» 38. 
%9 Bums's credit under January 20, 1791 Jeaving a balance to debit of jES, 78. AL It it 
VK>bable tlMt (wo goinfiM bM been wxtttan or printed by mistako for Mfve. 
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from a stony-beftrted son of Mammon, whose smi of prosperity neyer 
knew a cloudy and is by him denied and insulted. Oppressed by theei 
the man c^ sentiment, whose heart glows with independence, and 
melts with sensibility, inly pines under the neglect, or writhes, in 
bitterness of soul, under the contumely of arrogant, unfeeling wealth. 
Oppressed by thee, the son 6f genius, whose ill-starred aqibitioa 
plants him at the tables of the fashionable and polite, must see, in 
suffering silence, his remark neglected, and Ins person dei^nsed, 
while shallow greatness, in his idiot attempts at wit, shall meet with 
countenance ^and applause. Nor is it only the family of worth that 
have reason to complain of thee — the children of folly and vice, 
though in common with thee the offspring of evil, smart ecd^ally 
under thy rod. Owing to thee, the man of unfortunate disposition 
and neglected education is condemned as a fool for his dissipation, 
despised and shunned as a needy wretch, when his follies as usual 
bring him to want ; and when his unprincipled necessities drive him 
to dishonest practices, he is abhorred as a miscreant, and perishes 
by the justice of his country. But far otherwise is the lot of the man 
of family and fortune. — Hia early follies and extravagance are ^irit 
and fire ; hia consequent wants are the embarrassments of an honest 
fellow; and when, to remedy the matter, he has gained a legal com- 
mission to plunder distant provinces, or massacre peaceful nations, he 
returns, perhi^M, laden with. the spoils of rapine and murder; lives 
wicked and respected, and dies a scoundrel and a lord. Nay, wor^'j of 
all, alas for helpless woman ! — the needy prostitute, who lias shivered 
at the comer of the street, waiting to earn the wages of casual pros- 
titution, is left neglected and insulted, ridden down by the chariot* 
wheels of &e coroneted bip, hurrying on to the guilty assignation — 
she who, without the same necessities to plead, riots nighUy m ths 
same guilty trade. 

Well, divines may say of it what they please, but execration 
is to the mind what phlebotomy is to the body — the vital 
sluices of both are wonderfully relieved by their respective 
evacuations. B. B. 

Aj3 poverty, or at least narrowness of circumstances, has been 
painfully associated with the name of Bums, it is of importance 
to note at what time, after his sudden transient access of fortune, 
his purse again became light. He certainly was at ease in this 
respect down to the early part of 1790, when he proffered assist- 
ance to his youngest brother William, in the event of its being 
wanted. Even in the fall of that year, when the death of Wiffiam 
in London caused an unexpected call to be made upon the poet 
for the discharge of the expenses incurred by the sickness and 
funeral of the young man, it appears that payment was promptly 
made.^ We l^ira from the above letter that Bums had for some 

1 This appears hoTtt a letter found among Bums's papers, and now in tba 
pOBMWion of Mr llioouMl Tfaotbum, DnmfHes. * To Mr Robsht Bornb.— Sir--I 
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mouths before the close of 1790 begun to feel himself in somi 
embarrassment for money. What is more, the debt which had 
gagged him with respect to his friend Hill appears to have been 
comparatively a trifle — only £6, lOs. 5d. To send £3, 3s. towards 
an account for a sum so little larger, certainly illustrates in some 
degree the * supreme curse of making three guineas do the 
business of five.' It is, nevertheless, equally true and curious that 
we have to see Bums at this crisis in the new and unexpectM 
character of an accommodator or creditor. It is a trivial afl&ur, 
which would Jiot be worth noting in the life of any ordinary man. 
In that of Bums, considering how exclusively we have hitherto 
heard of him as a poor man, in the way of being patronised 
by others, even the smallest" matter on the other side has some 
interest. There was a certain Alexander Crombie, a builder 
at Dalswinton, who had reared the farm-ejiifices at Ellisland, 
and whom Bums had probably found to be a good fellow 
Btru^ing with the difficulties of inadequate capital. A bill 
lies before me, drawn by Bums for £20, under date * Dumfries, 
December 15, 1790,' at three months, and accepted by Crombie. 
It is indorsed by Bums to Mr David Staig, agent for the Bank of 
Scothmd at Dumfries. An instrament of protest for non-pajrment 
of this bill, drawn up on the 18th of March 1791, is also preserved, 
shewing that Crombie had not been ready to withdraw it at the 
proper time. This, after the lapse of some time, had been 
intimated to the poet by a letter from Mr James Gracie, an officer 
in the bank, and we obtain from another source a note of Bums 
m answer thereto : — 

Globe Inn, 8 o'doek p.m. 
Sir — ^I have your letter anent Crombie's bill. Your forbearance 
has been very great. I did it to accommodate the thoughtless fellow. 
He asks till Wednesday week. If he fail, I pay it myself. In the 
meantime, if homing and caption be absolutely necessary, ^rrtp 7dm ty 
the necky and welcome. Yours, Bobert Burns. 

It is perhaps just barely worthy of being mentioned, that Mr 
Hill signs a quittance for payment in full to Biums, 5th December 
1791, when the poet woiQd probably be somewhat more in cash 
than for some time before, in consequence of the sale of his 
farming eflfects. The sum was £8, 16s. 8d. 

The books collected by a man being an index of his taste, it 
may be curious to see what those were which Burns obt^ed from 

reoeiTodyonrfiayourof the 6th instant this day, containing a hill for the money 
expended in your deceased brothm''8 sicknese and funeral. Wishing you all health 
ftod happinew, I am, air, your reiy humble serrant, W. BAUBMR^-^^Sttxmd, Oct, 6, 
1780.* 
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Petet Hill. We find them to have been as follows : — ^Letters on 
the Religion Essential to Man; Peregrine Pickle ; Count Fathom ; 
Launcelot Greaves ; a Family Bible (£2) ; Johnson^s English 
Dictionary, 8vo edition; Shakspeare; Ossian's Poems; SmeUie's 
Philosophy of Natural History; The World; Garrick's Works; 
Gibber's Works — all of these prior to March 6, 1790; the 
remainder on the 20th January 1791 — The Adventurer ; Arabian 
Nights' Entertainments; Joseph Andrews; Roderick Random; The 
Scots Worthies; Marrow of Modem Divinity; Cole on God's 
Sovereignty; Newton's Letters; Confession of Faith; Boyle's 
Voyages; Blair's Sermons; Guthrie's Grammar; Buchan's Domestic 
Medicine ; Price on Providence and Prayer ; Don Quixote ; The 
Idler. It thus appears that Bums loved Fieldmg and Smollett, 
the English essayists and dramatists, and books of liberal divinity. 
Besides books, the amount includes £1, lis. 6d. for a copy of 
Ainslie's Map of Scotland on rollers. Bums would of course love 
to see 'Caledonia stem and wild,' his ' auld respected mother,' hung 
up in full view in his best room. 



TO MR CUNIONOHAM. 

Elmsland, 23d January 11^1. 

Many happy returns of the season to you, my dear friend I As 
many of the good things of this life as is consistent with the usual 
mixture of good and evil in the cup of being ! 

I have just finished a poem — Tam o' iS'^an^e?^— which you will 
receive enclosed. It is my first essay in the way of tales. 

I have these several months been hammering at an elegy on the 
amiable and accomplished Miss Bumet.i I have got, and can get, no 
farther than the following fragment^ on which please give me your 
strictures. In all kinds of poetic composition, I set great store by 
your opinion ; but in sentimental verses, ia the poetry of the hearty 
no Roman Cathfdic ever set more value on the in£edUbility of the 
Holy Father than I do on yours. 

I mean the introductory couplets as text verses. 



BLEQT ON THE LATE MISS BURNET OF MONBODDO. 

Life ne'er exulted in so rich a prize 

As Burnet, lovely from her native skies ; 

Kor envious death so triumphed in a blow, 

As that which laid th* accomplshed Bumet low. 

1 This bMMitiful oA^are, to whom Burns paid so high a oomidinieai i 
I to Edinbuzsb, had been cazTi«d off by oonsvinption, nth June ITlQl 
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Thy form and mind, sweet maid, can I fin^gel I 
In richest ore the brightest jewel set ! 
Jjol t^ee, high Heaven above was truest shewn, 
As by his noblest woriE the Qo4head best is known. 

In vain ye flaunt in summer's pride, ye groves ; 

Himi crystal streamlet with thy flowery shore^ 
Ye woodland choir that chant your idle loves. 

Ye ceaoa to chami — ^Eliza is no more 1 

Ye heathy wastes, immixed with reedy fens ; 

Ye mossy streams, with sedge and rushes stored ; 
Ye rugged clifls, overhanging dreary glens, 

To you I fly, ye with my soul accord. 

Princes, whose cumbrous pride was aU their worth, 

Shall venal lays their pompous exit hail ? 
And thoUy sweet excellence I forsake our earth. 

And not a muse in honest grief bewail i 

We saw thee shine in youth and beauty's pride. 
And virtue's light, that beams beyond the spheres ; 

But, like the sun eclipsed at morning-tide. 
Thou lefb'st us darkling in a world of tears. 

The parent's heart that nestled fond in thee, 
That heart how sunk, a prey to grief and care ; 

So decked the woodbine sweet yon aged tree ; 
So from it ravished, leaves it bleak and bare. 

]!iet me hear from you soon. Adieu ! B. B. 

The Rev. Archibald Alison, a clergyman of the English Church, 
but connected with Scotland, and ultimately for many years 
minister of one of the Episcopal chapels in Edinburgh, had at 
this time produced his celebrated Essay on Taste, Having become 
acquainted with Bums in Edinburgh, he sent a copy of the book 
to EUisland. 



TO THS REV. ARCHIBALD ALISON. 

Ellisland, lAth Feb. 179L 
Sib — ^You must by this time have set me down as one of the most 
ungrateful of men. You did me the honour to present me with a 
book which does honour to science and the intellectual powers of 
man, and I have not even so much as acknowledged tfae'receipt of it. 
The fact is, you yourself are to blame for it. Flattered as I was by 
your telling me that you wished to have my opinion of the work, the 
old spiritual enemy of manldnd, who knows weiraial'vani^ is one 
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of the BIBS {hat moet eai^y beset me, put it into my head to ponder 
oyer the performance with the look-oat of a critic, and to draw up 
forsooth a deep- learned digest of strictures on a composition, it 
which, in &ct, until I read the book, I did not OYon know the first 
principles. I own, sir, that at first glance several of your pr(4>06iti(»i8 
startled me as paradoxical. That the martial clangour of a trumpet 
had something in it vastly more grand, heroic, and sublime^ than tho 
twingle-twangle of a Jew's haarp : that the delicate flexure of a rose- 
twig, when the half-blown flower is heavy with the tears of the 
dawn, was infinitely more beautiful and elegant than the upright 
stub of a burdock ; and that from something innate and independent 
of all associations of ideas — these I had set down as irrefiagable^ 
orthodox truths, until perusing your book shook my fiuth. In short| 
sir, except EucUd's BlemenU of Geometry, which I made a shift tO 
unravel by my father's fireside in the winter evenings of the first 
season I held the plough, I never read a book which gave me such a 
quimtum of information, and added so much to my stock of ideas, 
as your Essays on the Principles of Taste. One thing, sir, you must 
forgive my mentioning as an uncommon merit in the work — ^I mean 
the language. To clothe abstract philosophy in elegance of stylo 
sounds something like a contradiction in terms; but you have coA* 
vinced me that they are quite compatible. 

I enclose you some poetic bagatelles of my late composition. Tho 
one in print is my first essay in the way of telling a tale. I ami 
•ir, &0. B. B. 

This is the letter which Dugald Stewart, in his communication 
to Dr Currie respecting Bums — printed in the memoir written by 
that gentleman — says he read with surprise, as evincing that the 
unlettered Ayrshire Bard had formed * a distinct conception of the 
general principles of the doctrine of association.* The doctrine is one 
peculiar, we believe, to the Scotch school of metaphysiciuM, and 
mainly consists in an assertion, that our ideas of bejBiuty in objects 
of all kinds arise from our associating with them some oth^ ideas 
of an agreeable kind. For instance, our notion of beauty in the 
cheek of a pretty maiden arises from our notions of her health, 
innocence, and so forth : our notion of the beauty of a Highland 
prospect, such as the Trosachs, from our notions of the romantic 
kind of life formerly led in it ; as if there were no female beauty 
independent of both health and innocence, or fine scenery where 
men had not formerly worn tartans and claymores. The whole 
of the above letter of Bums is in reality— though perhaps unmeant 
by him — ^a satire on this doctrine, which, notwithstanding the 
eloquence of an Alison, a Stewart, and a Jeffirey, must now be 
considered as amongst the dreams of philosophy. 

iir. H 
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TO MRS QIUkMAM 07 FINTBT. 

Ei.uei.Ain>, [F<E5rtMfr] ITfl. 
MADAM—Wlieiher it is that the story of our Mary Queen of Scots 
has a peculiar effect on the feelings of a poet, or whether I have in 
the enclosed ballad succeeded beyond my usual poetic success, I 
know not, but it has pleased me beyond any effort of my Muse for 
a good while past ; on that account I enclose it particularly to you. 
It is tru<3 the purity of ray motives may be suspected. I am already 
deeply indebted to Mr Oraham*s goodness ; and what, in the vsued 
ways of meuy is of infinitely greater importance, Mr G. can do me 
service of the utmost importance in time to come. I was bom a 

r>or dog ; and however I may occasionally pick a better bone than 
used to do, I know I must live and die poor : but I will indulge 
the flattering faith that my poetry will considerably outlive my 
poverty ; and without any fustian affectation of spirit, I can promise 
ftnd affirm that it must be no ordinary craving of the latter shall ever 
make me do anything injurious to the honest fame of the formw. 
Whatever may be my faOings—for failings are a part of human 
nature — ^may they ever be those of a generous heart and an inde- 
pendent mind I It is no fault of mine that I was bom to dependence^ 
nor is it Mr Graham's chiefest praise that he can command influence : 
but it is his merit to bestow, not only with the kindness of a brother, 
but with the politeness of a gentleman,4ind I trust it shall be mine 
to receive with thankfulness, and remember with undiminii^ied 
gratitude. E. B. 



LAMENT 



If ART <iUESN OF SCOTS ON THE APPROACH OF SPRING. 

Now Nature hangs her mantle green 

On every blooming tree, 
And spreads her sheets o' daisies white 

Out o*er the grassy lea : 
Now Phoebus cheers the crystal streams, 

And glads the azure skies; 
But nought can glad the weary wight 

That fast in durance lies. 

Now lav'rocks wake the merry mom. 

Aloft on dewy wing ; 
The merle, in his noontide bower. 

Makes woodland echoes ring; 
The mavis wild wi' mony a note, 

Sings drowsy day to rest : 
In love and freedcmi they rejoice^ 

Wi' care nor thraU opprsit. 
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Now blooms the Ely by the bank, 

The primrose down the brae; 
The hawthorn's budding in the glen, 

And milk-white is the slae ; 
The meanest hind in £alr Scotland 

May rove their sweets amang ; 
But I, the queen of a' Scotland, 

Mfton lie in prison Strang ! 

I was Uie queen o' bonnie France, 

Where happy I hae been ; 
Fu' lightly rase I in the mom. 

As blithe lay down at e'en : 
And I 'm the sovereign of Scotland, 

And mony a traitor there ; 
Yet here I lie in foreign bands, 

And never-ending care. 

But as for thee, thou false woman ! 

My sister and my fee, 
Grim vengeance yet shall whet a sword 

That through thy soul shall gae t 
The weeping blood in woman's breast 

Was never known to thee; 
Nor th* balm that draps on wounds of wo 

Frae woman's pitying e'e. 

My son ! my son ! may kinder stars 

Upon thy fortune shine I 
And may those pleasures gild thy reign, , 

That ne^er wad blink on mine! 
God keep thee fr&e thy mother's faes. 

Or turn their hearts to thee : 
And where thou meet'st thy mother's friend, 

Bemember him for me! 

O soon, to me, may summer suns 

Nae mair light up the mom ! 
Kae mair, to me, the autumn winds 

Wave o'er the yellow corn ! 
And in the narrow house o* death 

Let winter round me rave ; 
And the next flowers that deck the spring 

Bloom on my peacelU grave I 
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TO DR MOOBE. 



Elli8LAHd» 9Stk February Vlf9L 

I DO not knoiV, sir, whether you are a subscriber to Orose^s Anti' 
pities of ScoUand. If you are, the enclosed poem will not be 
altogether new to you. Captain Qrose did me the favour to send 
me a dozen copies of the proof-sheet, of which this is one. Should 
you have read the piece before, still this will answer the principal 
end I have in view — ^it will give me another opportunity of thanking 
you for all your goodness to the rustic bard, and also of shewing you 
that the abilities you have been pleased to commend and patronise 
are still employed in the way you wish. 

The Elegy on Captain Henderson is a tribute to the memory of a 
man I loved much. Poets have in this the same advantage as 
Boman Catholics : they can be of service to their friends after they 
have passed that bourne where all other kindness ceases to be of 
avaiL Whether, after all, either the one or the other be of any real 
service to the dead, is, I fear, very problematical, but I am sure 
they are highly gratifying to the living: and as a very ofthodox 
text, I forget where in Scripture, says, * whatsoever is not of faith 
is sin;' ao say I, whatsoever is not detrimental to society, and is 
of positive enjoyment, is of God, the giver of all good things, and 
ou^t to be received and enjoyed by his creatures with thankful 
deUght As almost all my religious tenets originate from my heart, 
I am wonderfully pleased with the idea that I can still keep up & 
tender intercourse with the dearly-beloved friend, or still more 
dearly-beloved mistress, who is gone to the world of spirits. 

The ballad on Queen Afary was begun while I was busy with 
Percy's ReUquea of English Po&ry, By the way, how much is eveay 
honest heart, which has a tincture of Caledonian prejudice, obliged 
to you for your glorious story of Buchanan and Targe I 'Twas an 
unequivocal proof of your loyal gallantry of soul giving Tai^e the 
victory. I should have been mortified to the ground if you had not.^ 

I have just read over once more of many times your Zdwco, I 
nuu-ked with my pencil as I went along every passage that pleased 
me particularly above the rest, and one or two which, with humble 
deference, I am disposed to think unequal to the merits of the 
book. I have sometimes thought .to transcribe these marked 
passages, or at least so much of them as to point where Uiey are, 
and send them to you. Original strokes that strongly depict the 
human heart, is your and Fielding^i province beyond ai^ other 
novelist I have ever perused. Bichardson, indeed, might perhaps be 
excepted; but unhappily his dramaitis personce are beings of another 
world; and, however they may captivate the inexperienced, romantio 

1 In Dr Moore's nofvel Buchanan represents the Lowland puritan leeling of 
Scotland, Targe the cavalier Highland spirit. la a fight arising from a quarrtl 
about the honour of (^ueen Mary, Taige is vtetoc; 
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tkkuff of a boy or a girl, ihey will ever, in proportion as we have 
made human nature our study, dissatisfy our riper years. 

As to my private concerns — I am going on, a mighty tax-gatherer 
before the Lord, and have lately had the interest to get myself 
ranked on the list of Excise as a supervisor. I am not yet employed 
as such, but in a few years I shall fall into the file of supervisorship 
by seniority. I have had an immense loss in the death of the Earl 
of Glencaim, the patron from whom all my fame and fortune took 
its rise. Independent of my grateful attachment to him, which was 
indeed so strong that it pervaded my very soul, and was entwined 
with the thread of my existence ; so soon as the prince's friends had 
got in— and every dog you know has his day-^my getting forward 
in the Excise would have been an easier business than otherwise it 
will be. Though this was a consummation devoutly to be wished, 
yet, thank Heaven, I can live and rhyme as I am ; and as to my 
boys, poor little fellows! if I cannot place them on as high an 
elevation in life as I could wish, I shall, if I am favoured so much 
by the Disposer of events as to see that period, ^x them on as broad 
and independent a basis as possible. Among the many wise adages 
which have been treasured up by our Scottish ancestors, this is one 
of the best : Better be the head o' the commonalty than the tail o* the 
gentry. 

But I am got on a Subject which, however interesting to me, is of 
no manner of consequence to you ; so I shall give you a short poem 
on the other page, and close this with assuring you how sincerely I 
have the honour to be, yours, &c. B. B. 

Dr Moore's answer to this letter contained some cold criticism 
on Tarn o' Shanter and MaUhew Henderson^ but on another point- 
spoke what all will feel to have been good sense : * I cannot help 
thinking you imprudent in scattering abroad so many copies of 
your verses. It is most natural to give a few to confidential 
friends, particularly to those who are connected with the subject, 
or who are perhaps themselves the subject; but this ought to be 
done under promise not to give other copies. Of the poem you 
sent me on Queen I|j[ary I refused every solicitation for copies ; 
but I lately saw it in a newspaper. My motive for cautioning 
you on this subject is, that X wish to engage you to boUect all 
your fugitive pieces, not already printed, and after they have 
been reconsidered and polished to the utmost of your power, 
I would have you publish them by another subscription ; in 
promoting of which I will exert myself with pleasure.' 

Bums seems never to have been willing to listen to any such 
scheme. To ^write poetry for the purpose of making money by il 
he regarded with abhorrence ; to publish a second volume of poems 
like the first was only, he fes^ed, to expose himself to the morti- 
fication of hearing 5t pixmounced inferior. He stiU, as in the old 
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Mosegiel days, 'ibyined for fan;* or if he acknowledged 
motiyes, they were none of them mercenary. He was erer ready, 
for example, to do what he could to oblige or gratiiy a friend ; he 
would write in obedience to his own whimsical impulses : above 
all things, he delighted to improve and add to that glorious inheriT 
tanoe of old songs which his country possessed. At this very 
ti^ — February 8th — the Rev. Mr Baird i wrote to ask him to take 
some trouble in editing the poems of poor Michael Bruce for the 
benefit of his aged and helpless mother — begging, moreover, for a 
few poems of Bums*8 own, to help out the bulk of the volume* 
Bam8*s answer is highly characteristic : 



TO THB REV. G. BAIRD. 

Ellisland, C^efrniofy] 1791. 
BBVEREin) Sir— Why did you, my dear sir, write to me in such a 
hesitating style on the business of poor Bruce! Don't I know, and' 
have I not felt, the many ills, the peculiar ills, that poetic flesh is 
heir to ! Tou shall have your choice of all the unpublished poems I 
have ; and had your letter had my direction so as to have reached me 
sooner — ^it only came to my hand this moment — ^I should have directly 
put you out of suspense on the subject. I only ask that some prefa> 
tory advertisement in the book, as well as the subscription-bills, may 
bear, that the publication is solely for the benefit of Bmcei's moUier. 
I would not put it in the power of ignorance to surmise, or malice to 
insinuate, that I clubbed a share in the work from mercenary 
motives. Nor need you give me credit for any remarkable genero- 
«tity in my part of the business. I have such a host of peccadil- 
loes, failings, follies, and backslidings— anybody but myself might 
perhaps give some of them a worse appellation — that by way of 
some balance, however trifling, in the account, I am fain to do any 
ffood that occurs in my very fimited power to a fellow-creature, just 
for the selfish purpose of clearing a Httle the vista of retrospec- 
tion. ^ R. B. 

It nevertheless does not appear that the edition of Bruce sub- 
sequently published contained any poems by Bums. 



TO MR CUNNINGHAM. 

Elusland, lith Martih 179L 
If the foregoing piece be worth your strictures, let me have them. 
For my own part, a thing that I have just composed always appears 
through a double portion of .that partial medium in which an author 

^ AAwwaidi Fiinoipal of ills tinlfentty of EdSnlnui^ 
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tidll ever view his own works. I believe, in generaJ, novelty has 
something in it that inebriates the fancy, and not unfrequently dissi- 
pates and fumes away like other intoxication, and leaves the poor 
patient, as usual, with an aching heart. A striking instance of this 
might be adduced in the revolution of many a hymeneal honeymoon. 
But lest I sink into stupid prose, and so sacrilegiously intrude on 
the office of my parish priest, I shall fill up the page in my own way. 
and give you another song of my late composition, which will 
appear perhaps in Johnson's work, as well as the former. 

You must know a beautiful Jacobite air, ' There'll bever be peace 
till Jamie comes hame.' When political combustion ceases to be the 
object of princes and patriots, it then, you know, becomes the lawful 
prey of historians and poets. 

[th^ie'll never be peace till jakis comes hameJ 

By yon castle wa*, at the close of the day, 

I heard a man sing, though his head it was gray ; 

And as he was singing, the tears fast down came — 

There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

The church is in ruins, the state is in jars : 

Delusions, oppressions, and murderous wars ; 

We darena weel say 't, though we ken wha's to blame. 

There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

My seven braw sons for Jamie drew sword, 
And now I greet round their green beds in the yerd. 
It brak the sweet heart of my faithfu' auld dame — 
There'll never be peace till Jamie cogies hame. 
Now life is a burden that bows me down, 
Since I tint my bairns, and he tint his crown ; 
But till my last moments my words are the same — 
There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame ! 

If you like the air, and if the stanzas hit your fancy, you cannot 
imagine, my dear friend, how much you would oblige me, if by the 
charms of your delightful voice you would give my bpnest efiiision 
to * the memory of joys that are past' to the few friends whom you 
indulge in thsit pleasure. But I have scribbled on till I hear the 
clock has intimated ti^e near approach of 

That hour, o' ni^^t's black ardi the keystane. 

So, good-nifht to you ! Sound be your sleep, and delectable ^onr 
drefuos ! Apropos, how do you like this thought in a ballad I havo 
just now on the tapis! 

y I look to the west when I gae to rest, 

That happy my dreams and my slumbers may be ; 
3'ar, far in the west is he I loe best, 

The lad that is dear to my babie and me ! 

, Ck>od-mght onoe more, and Qod bless you ! B. B. 
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At the close of Janoary, Burns met a serious loss, both aa 
respecting his fortunes and his feelings, in the death of his amiable 
patron James, Earl of Glencaim, who, after returning from a futile 
voyage to Lisbon in search of health, died at Falmouth, in the 
forty-second year of his age. The deep, earnest feeling of gratitude 
which Bums bore towards this nobleman is highly creditable to 
him. He put on mourning for the earl, and designed, if possible, 
to attend his funeral in Ayrshire. At a later time, he entered a 
permanent record of his gratitude in the annals of his family, 
by calling a son James Glencaim. In the meantime he cono- 
posed a 

LAMENT FOR JAMES, EARL OF GLENCATRN. 

The wind blew hollow frae the hill!^ 

By fits the sun's depia:ting beam 
Looked on the fiading yellow woods 

That waved o'er Lugar's winding stream : 
Beneath a eraigy steep^ a bard. 

Laden with years and meikle pain, 
In loud lionent bewailed his lord, 

Whom death had all untimely ta'en. 

He leaned him to an ancient aik. 

Whose trunk was mouldering do^im wifch yean; 
His locks were bleachM white with time^ 

His hoary cheek was wet wi* tears; 
And as he touched his trembling harp. 

And as he tuned his doleful sang. 
The winds, lamenting through their caves^ 

To echo bore the notes alang : 

* Ye scattered hirds that faintly sing. 

The reliques of the vernal quire ! 
Te woods that shed on a' the winds 

The honours of the aged year ! 
A few short months, and glad and gay. 

Again ye 'II charm the ear and e'e; 
But nocht in all revolving time 

Can gladness bring again to me. 

' I am a bending, aged tree. 

That long has stood the wind and rain; 
But now has come a cru^ blast, 

And my last hold of earth is gane : ^ 

Kae leaf o' mine shall greet the springs 

Nae simmer sun exalt my bloom ; 
But I maun lie before the storm. 

And ithers plant them in my room* ^ 
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* I've seen 6ae mony changefa' years, 
On earih I ain a stranger grown ; 

I wander in the ways of men. 

Alike unknowing and nnlmown : 
Unheard, nnpitied, unrelieved, 

I bear aiane my lade o* care, 
For silent, low, on beds of dust. 

Lie a' that would my sorrows share. 

* And last (the sum of a' my griefs I) 
My noble master lies in clay ; 

The flower amang our barons bold, 

' His country's pride ! his country's stay-— 

In weary being now I pine, 

For a' the life of life is dead, 
* And hope has left my aged ken. 

On forward wing for ever fled. 

' Awake thy last sad voice, my harp ! 

The voice of wo ahd wild despair; 
Awake I resound thy latest lay — 

Then sleep in silence evermair ! 
And thou, my last, best, only friend, 

That fillest an untimely tomb. 
Accept this tribute from the bard 

Thou brought from fortune's mirkest gloom* 

*In poverty's low barren vale 

- Thick mists, obscure, involved me round ; 

Though ofb I turned the wistful eye, 

Nae ray of fame wajs to be found : 
Thou found'st me, like the morning sun, 

That melts the fogs in limpid air. 
The friendless bard and rustic song 

Became alike thy fostering care. 

* O why has worth so short a date ? 

While villains ripen gray with time ; 
Must thou, the noble, generous, great. 

Fall in bold manhood's hardy prime ! 
Why did I live to see that day ? 

A day to me so full of wo 1 — 
O had I met the mortal shaft 

Which^d my benefactor low ! 

' The bridegroom may forget the bride, 

Was made his wedded wife yestreen ; 
The monarch may forget the crown 

That on his head an hour has been | 
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The mother may fwget the diild 
That smileB sae sweetly on her knee ; 

Bat I'll remember thee, Glem»im, 
And a' tibat Uioa hast dono for me I' 



LINBS SENT TO SIR JOHN l/fHITEFOORD, BART. OF WHITEFOORD, WITH 
THE FOREGOING POEM. 

Thon, who thy honour aathy Qod reTer'st, 

Who, save thy mind's reproach, nooght earthly feai^st. 

To tiiee Uiis votive offering I impart, 

The tearful tribute of a br&en heart. 

The friend them valued^st, I the patron loved ; 

His worth, his honour, idl the wovld improved. * 

We'll mourn till we too go as he haagone, 

And tread the dreary path to that dark world unknown. 

On the same melancholy subject Bums wrote the two foUowing 
letters. The gentleman here addressed was Lord Glencaim'd 
fo/c/toT or law^agent, and had been instrumental in bringing the 
bard into notice. 

TO MR ALEXANDER DALZELL^ FACTOR, FINDLAYSTON. 

Ellisland, 19<A Marck 1791. 

My dear Sir — I have taken the liberty to frank this letter to 
you, as it encloses an idle poem of mine, which I send you ; and, 
Qod knows, you may perhaps pay dear enough for it if you read it 
through. Not that this is my own opinion; but the author, by the 
time he has composed and corrected his work, has quite pored away 
all his powers of critical cUscrimination. 

I can easily guess, from my own heart, what you have felt on a 
late most melaocholy event. God knows what I have suffered at 
the loss of my best fnend, my first and dearest patron and hene£M;t(^ ; 
the man to whom I owe all that I am and have! I am gone into 
mourning for him, and with more sincerity of gri^ than I fear soma 
will, who, by nature's ties, ought to feel on the occadcm. 

I will be exceedingly obli^d to you, indeed, to let me know the 
news of the noble &mily, fow the poor mother and the two nsters 
support their loss. I had a packet of poetic bagatelles ready to 
send to Lady Betty when I saw the fatal tidings in the newiq>aper. 
I see, by the same channel, that the honouredj^MAiNS of my noble 
patron are designed to be brought to the fanfl^ burial-place. Dare 
I trouble you to let me know privately before the day of interment^ 
that I may cross the country, and stesd among the crowd, to pay a 
tear to the last sight of my ever-revered benefactor? It will oblige 
me beyond expression, R, B. - 
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♦ TO LADY E. CUNNINGHAM.^ 

Mt Labt—- I would, as MBvsi, have availed mys^f of the priTilege 
your goodness has allowed me, of sending you anything I oompose iif 
^ my poetical way ; but as I had resolved, so soon as the shock of my 
irreparable loss would allow me, to pay a tribute to my late bene- 
feu^ter, I determined to make that the Ibrst piece I should do tiQrself 
the honour of sending you. Had the wing of my fancy been equal 
to the ardour of my hearty the enclosed had been much more worthy 
your perusal : as it is, I beg leave to lay it at your ladyship's feet.^ 
As all the world knows my obligations to the late Earl of Qlencain^ 
I would wish to shew, as openly, that n^ heart glows, and shall ever 
glow, with the most grateful sense and remembrance of his lordship's 
goodness. The sables I did myself the honour to wear to his lord- 
ship's memory were not the 'mockery of wo.' Nor shall my 
gratitude perish with me ! If among my childr^i I shall have a son 
that has a heart, he shall hand it down to his child as a faEimily h(monr 
and a &mily debt, that my dearest existence I owe to the noble 
house of Glencaim! 

I was about to say, my lady, that if you think the poem may 
venture to see the lights I woidd, in some way or other, ^ve it to 
the world. R. B. 

In the latter part of March, Bums had the misfortune to come 
down with his horse and break his right arm. Janet Little, 
the poetical milkmaid, had come to see him, and was waiting at 
Ellisland when the bard returned in the disabled state to which 
he had been reduced by the accident. She has related Ib 
simple verse her own painful alarm when the sad intelligence 
resounded through his hall, the sympathy with which she 
regarded the tears of his affectionate Jean, and the double embat'- 
rassmeut she experienced in greeting at such a crisis the illus- 
trious poet whom she had formerly trembled to meet at alL^ la 
the course of a few weeks he was so far recovered as to write 
with his own hand. 

TO MRS DTJNtOP. 

Ellislano, 7th lAprU] 179L 

Wren I tell you, madam, that by a fall, not from my horsey bqt 

with ray horse, I have been a cripple some time, and that this is tho 

first day my arm and hand have been able to serve me in writin^^ 

you will allow thai it is too good an. apology for my seemingly 

^ Sister of the reoently deceased, and of the then exiBfcing^ Earli of Glenoakn. 
Her ladyship died unmarried, August 1804. 
> The poem enclosed was fhe Lament/^ Jama, Earl of Qkncaim, 
* Oottteiuporfcrietfef Bunts, p; 8S. 
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I 
nngndkefiil vitoioa I am now getting bettor^ and am Me to liiymo 
a little, which implies eome tol^^Blde ease^ as I cannot think that the 
most poetic genius is able to compose on the rack. 

I do not remember if ever I mentioned to yon my having «n idea 
•f oon^osing an elegy on the late Miss Burnet of Mcmbod^. I had 
the honour of being {uretty well acquainted with her, and have 
seldom £dt so much at the loss of an acquaintance, as when I heard 
ihat^ amiidde and accomplished a piece of God's work was no 
moi^ I have^ as yet, gone no &rther than the following fragment, 
<tf whi^ please let me have your opinion. Tou know ^at elegy is 
a subject so much exhausted, that any new idea on the business is 
not to be expected: 'tis well if we can place an did idea in a new 
Bght. How far I have suoceeded as to ^is last, you will judge ^m 
whatlbllows: ♦ ♦ ♦ 

I have proceeded no farther. 

Tour kind letter, -mth your kind remernbrance of your godsoui 
eame safe. This last, madam, is scarcely what my pride can bear. 
Am to the little fellow,^ he is, partiality apart, ^be finest boy I have 
for a long time seen* He is now seventeen monUis old, has the 
8maU«i)0X and measles over, has cut several teeth, and never had a 
grain «f doctcns'^ drugs in his bowels. 

I am truly happy to hear that the < little floweret' is blooming so 
fresh and fair, and that the * mother plant' is rather recovering her 
drooping head. Soon and well may her * cruel wounds ■ be healed ! 
I have written thus far with a good deal of difficulty. When I get 
a little abler, you shall hear farUier from, madam, yours^ 

R.B. 

Very soon after, Mrs Bums brought her husband a third son, 
on whom the appellation of William Nicol was conferred — an indi- 
vidual who has since passed through an honourable military careeif 
in India, and is now recognised as lieutenant-Colonel Bums. 



♦ro MRS DTJNLOP. 

ELLISI.AND, ]ie% AprU 1791. 
I AM once more able, my honoured friend, to return you, with my 
own hand, thanks for the many instances of your friendship, and 
particularly for your kind anxiety in this last disaster that my evil 
genius had in store for me. However, life is chequered — joy and 
sorrow— -for on Saturday morning last {the 9th], Mrs Bums made 
me a present of a fine boy ; rather stouter, but not so handsome as 
your godson was at his time of life. Indeed, I look on your little 
Bameo^e to be my chefcPceuvre in that species of manufacture, as I 

1 The in&nt, Francis WaUftoe Bums, the poet's Bec<»kl son. <^ 
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look OR Tom o* ShatUer to be my standard perfemuaioe in the 
poetical line. 'Tis true, both the one and the other discover a spice 
of roguish waggery, that might perhaps be as well spared; but then 
they also shew, in my opinion, a force of genius, and a finishing 
polish, that I despair of ever excelling. Mrs Bums is getting stout 
again, and laid as lustily about her to-day at breakfast as a reaper 
from the cdm-ridge. That is the peculiar privilege and Messing of 
our hale, sprightly damsels, that are bred.among the hay and hdUher, 
We cannot hope for that highly- polished mind, that charming 
delicacy of soul, which is found among the female world in the moire 
elevated stations of life^ and which is certainly by far the most 
bewitching charm in the famous cestus of Venus. It is indeed such 
an inestimable treasure, that where it can be had in its native 
heavenly purity, unstained by some one or other of the many shades 
of affectation, and unalloyed by some one or other of the many 
species of caprice, I declare to Heaven I should think it cheaply 
purchased at the expense of every other earthly good t But as tfai^B 
angelic creature is, I am afraid, extr^nely rare in any station and 
rank of life, and totally denied to such an humble one as mine, we 
meaner mortals must put up with tbe-^ext rank of female excellence ; 
— as fine a figure and face we can produce as any rank of life what- 
ever; rustic, native grace; unafiected modesty and unsullied purity ^ 
nature's mother-wit, and the rudiments of taste ; a simplicity of soul, 
unsuspicious of, because unacquainted with, the crooked ways of a 
selfish, interested, disingenuous world ; and the dearest charm of all 
the rest— a yielding sweetness of disposition, and a generous warmth 
of heart, grateful for love on our part, and ardently glowing with 
a more than equal return : these, with a healthy frame, a sound, 
vigorous constitution, which your higher ranks can scarcely ever hope 
to enjoy, are the charms of lovely woman in my humble walk of lif^. 
This is the greatest effort my broken arm has yet made. Do let me 
hear, by first post, how (Jier petit Monsieur^ comes on with his small- 
pox. May Almighty goodness preserve and restore him I R. B. 

Mr Alexander Fraser Tytler, son of the Mr William Tytler 
with whom Bums had previously corresponded, held an eminent 
place among the literati of Edinburgh, on account of his learning 
and taste, although none of his many writings had Attained a 
high degree of popularity. Mr Tytler, having seen Tarn o* 
BharUeTy was so much pleased with it that he immediately wrote 
to the poet a letter, which, coming from such a quarter, must 
have been truly gratifying to him : — 

Edinburgh, I2th March 1791. 
Deah Sir — Mr Hill yesterday put into my hands a sheet of 
€fro»€*8 Antiquities^ Xiontaining a poem of yours entitled Tarn o* 
JSkeader: a tale. The very high pleasure I have received frcmi th« 

1 Me» ZlAui's child, «Bd tbe gnnadau «{ Ifrt DmOop^ 
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prn'Mtl of thii admirable piece,! foel, demande the warmeit aekaow- 
iedgm'ente. Hill tells me he is to send off a paeket for you thia 
day ; I caoBot reaiat, therefore, putting on paper what I must have 
told yoo in potnh had I met with you after the recent perusal d 
your tale — ^whieh is, that I feel I owe you a debt, which, if undis- 
charged, would reproach me with ingratitude. I have seldom in my 
Hie tasted of higher enjoyment from any work of genius than I have 
vecehred from this composition; and I am much mistaken if this 
poem alone, had you never written another syllable, would not 
have been sufficient to have transmitted your name down to 
posterity with high reputation. In the introductory part, where 
you paint the charaeter of your hero, and exhibit lum at the 
alehouse ingle^ with his tippling cronies, you have delineated nature 
with a humour and mHvetS that would do honour to Matthew 
Prior; but when you describe the infernal orgies of the witches' 
sabbath, and the hellish scenery in which they are ^chibited, yon 
display a power of imagination that Shakspeare himself could not 
have exceeded. I know not that I have ever met with a picture 
of more horrible &ncy than the following: — 

* Coffins stood round, like open presses, 
That sbawed the dead in their last dresses; 
And, by some deTillsh cantrip slight. 
Each in its oauld hand held a Ught.* 

But when I came to the succeeding lines my blood ran cold within 
me — 

* A knife, a father's throat had mangled. 
Whom his ain son of life bereft, 
ThegnxjfhainyeittaekUHhehifL* 

And here, after the two following line^ * Wi' mair o' horrible and 
awfuV &C., the descriptive part might perhaps have been better 
closed than the four Unes which succeed, which, though good in 
' themselves, yet, as they derive all their merit from the satire they 
contain, are here rather misplaced among the circumstances of pure 
horror.^ The initiation of the young witch is most happily de- 
scribed — the effect of her charms exhibited in the dance of Satan 
himself— the apostrophe, * Ah little thought thy reverend grannie !* — 
the tjran^K)rt of Tan^ who forgets his situation, and enters com- 
pletely into the spirit of the scene — are all features of high merit 
in this excellent composition. The only fault it possesses is, that 
the windmg-up, or conclusion of the story, is not commensurate to 
the interest which is excited by the descriptive and characteristio 
painting of the preceding parts. The preparation is fine, but the 

* The four lines were as follow :— 

* Three lawyers* tongues turned inside out, 
Wi* lies seemed like a holer's dout ; 
And priesU* haartii rotten, blaek as nnick. 
Lay stinking, vile, in ofvery neuk.* 
The poet ezpmiged th«m, in 4^k«aMM to th» i«eonm«Bdstioa o( Ji[r 1>^ 
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resnlt is not adequate. But for this perhaps you have a good 
apolo^ — you 8^<^^ to ^o popular tale. 

And now that I have got out my mind, and feel a little relieved 
of the weight 4>f that debt I owed yon, let me end this desultory 
scroll by an advice: — ^You have proved your talent for a species of 
composition in which but a very few of our own poets have succeeded. 
Go on — ^write more tales in the same style — ^you will eclipse Prior 
and La Fontaine; for with equal wit, equal power of numbers, 
and equal naiveti of expression, you have a bolder and more 
vigorous imagination. A. F. T. 

' Y6a have delineated nature with a humour and naivete that 
trould do honour to Matthew Prior.' It certainly would 1 



TO A. F. TYTLER, ESQ. 

ELLI8I.A7VD ZApHl] 179K 

Sib — ^Nothing less than the unfortunate accident I have met with 
could have prevented my grateful acknowledgments for your letter. 
His own £Eivourite poem, and that an essay in the walk of the Muses 
entirely new to him, where consequently his hopes and fears were 
on the most anxious alarm for his success in the attempt — to have 
that poem so much applauded by one' of the first judges, was the 
most delicious vibration that ever thrilled along the heart-strings of 
a poor poet. However, Providence, to keep up the proper propor- 
tion of evil with the good, which it seems is necessary in tUs sub- 
lunary state, thought proper to check my exultation by a very serious 
misfortune. A day or two alter I received your letter, my horse 
came down with me and broke my right arm. As this is the first 
service my arm has done me since its disaster, I find myself unable 
to do more than just, in general terms, thank you for this additional 
Instance of your patronage and friendship. As to the faults you 
detected in the piece, they are truly there ; one of them, the hit at 
the lawyer and priest, I shall cut ont : as to the filling off in the 
catastrophe, for the reason you justly adduce, it cannot easily be 
remedied. Your approbation, sir, has given me such addi^imiJ 
spirits t& persevere in this species of poetic composition, that I am 
already revolving two or three stories in my fancy. If I can bring 
.these floating ideas to bear any kind of embodied form, it will give 
me an additional opportunity of assuring you how much I have the 
honour to be, &c. B. B. 

While confined with his broken arm, Bums had the pleasure of 
receiving a valuable mark of that regard with which a common 
Jacobitism had inspired Lady Winifred Maxwell Constable, in the 
form of a snuff-box, containing on the lid a beautiful miniature 
of Qamn Mary. 
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TO LADY W. M. CONSTABLE. 



Ellisland, llfA April 1791. 
My Lady — ^Nothing less than the unlucky accident of having 
lately broken my right arm could have prevented me, the moment 1 
received your ladyship's elegant present by Mrs Miller, from return- 
ing you my warmest and most grateful acknowledgments. I assure 
your ladyship I shall set it apart — ^the symbols of religion shall only 
be more sacred. In the moment of poetic composition the box 
shall be my inspiring genius. When I would breathe the compre- 
hensive wish of benevolence for the happiness of others, I shall 
recollect your ladyship; when I would interest my fancy in the 
distresses incident to humanity, I shall remember the unfortunate 
M«ry. R. B. 

Many years after, one of the poet's sons, having taken this 
box with him to India, had the misfortune to damage the portrait 
irreparably in leaping on board a vessel. 

Before Bums had been long recovered from the fell by which 
his a;nn was broken, he seems to have met with a new misfortune 
of the same kind, which, however, only sent him to his chambfer 
with a bruised leg. He had about the same time finally decided 
to give up his farm, a step which he deemed necessary in 
order to escape ruin, and to which he was of course the less 
averse, as he was now led to expect speedy promotion in the 
Excise. 



TO Ma PETER HILL, EDINBURGH. 

ISuminer, 1791.] 
My DEAR Friend — ^I was never more unfit for writing. A poor 
devil, nailed to an elbow-chair, writhing in anguish with a bruised 
leg laid on a stool before him, is in a fine situation truly for saying 
bright things. 

I may perhi^s see you about Martinmas. I have sold to my 
landlord the lease of my farm, and as I roup off everything then, I 
have a mind to take a week's excursion to see old acquaintance. At 
all events you may reckon on [payment of] your account about iliat 
time. So much for business.. I do not know if I ever infiarmed yon 
that I am now got ranked on the list as a supervisor, and I have 
pretty good reason to believe that I shall soon be called out to 
employment. The appointment is worth from one to two hundred 
a year, according to the place of the country in which one is settled. 
I have not been so lucky in my farming. Mr Miller's kindness has 
been just such another as Creech's was : 

* His meddling vaniiy, a busy fiend, 
SiUl making work his selfish craft must mend.* 

By the way,I fa^ve taken veBgeance on Creech. He wrote me % ^m. 
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fior letter, telling roe that be was going to print a third' e^ion ; and 
as he had a brother's care of my fame, he wished to add every new 
thing I have written sinoe, and I should be amply rewarded with — 
a copy or two to present to my friends. He has sent me a copy of 
the last edition ^ to correct, &c. But I have as yet taken no notice of 
it ; and I hear he has published without me. Tou know, and all 
my friends know, that I do not value money; but I owed the 
gentleman a debt^ which I am happy to have it in my power to 
repay. 

Farewell, and prosperity attend all your undertakings I I shall 
tiy, if my unlucky limb would give me a little ease, to write you a 
letter a little better worth reading. R. B. 

If we wotild see the entire Bums, we must hear such sentiments 
as these which he avows respecting Miller and Creech, as well as 
listen to his meek epistles to Mrs Dunlop. Some will think the 
vengeance he speaks of was after all a. gentle one, as from an 
irate poet against a publisher. 



TO 

Ellisland, 1791. 

Dear Sir — I am exceedingly to blame in not writing you long 
ago ; but the truth is, that I am the most indolent of all human 
beings, and when I matriculate in the Herald's Office, I intend that 
my supporters shall be two sloths, my crest a slow-worm, and the 
vnotto, * Deil tak the foremost.' So much by way of apology for not 
thanking you sooner for your kind execution of my Cbmmission. 

I would have sent you the poem ; but somehow or other it found 
its way into the public papers, where you must have seen it. I am 
ever, dear sir, yours sincerely, B. B. 



TO MR CUNNINGHAM. 

Wih June 17OI. 

Let me interest yon, my dear Cunningham, in behalf of the 
gentleman who waits on you with this. He is a Mr Clarke of Moffat, 
principal schoolmaster there, and is at present suffering severely 
under the persecution of one or two powerful individuals of his 
employers. He is accused of harshness to boys that were placed 

1 Creech advertised a new edition of Bams'8 Poems in July 1790. In September 
1791, M^ Dayies wrote to Mr Creech : * Mr Cadell sajs he believes he wrote you 
about the new edition of Bnms's Poems ; but in case he has not, he bids me teU 
you, sir, that he recommends 1000 to be printed in 9 vols, crown 8vo, on a fins 
wovepapar, and that it be finished in two or three iiiaBth»,lB time lor his sale.' 
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iMlider his care^ ' Ood help the teacher, if a man of semnbiltfy and 
genius — and such is my friend Clarke — when a booby fathw pres^ita 
him with his booby son, and insists on lighting up the rays of science 
in a fellow's head whose skull is impervious and inaccessible by any 
other way than a positive fracture with a cudgel : a fellow whom, in 
fact, it savours of impiety to attempt making a scholar of, as he has 
been marked a blockhead in the book of fate at the Ahnighty fiat 
of his Creator. < 

The patrons of Moffat School are the ministers, magistrates, and 
town-council of Edinburgh ; and as the business comes now before 
them, let me beg my dearest friend to do everything in his power to 
serve the interests of a man of genius and worth, and a man whom 
I particularly respect and esteem. You know some good fellows 
among the magistracy and council ; but particularly you have much 
to say with a reverend gentleman to whom you have the honour of 
being very nearly related, and whom this country and age have had 
the honour to produce. I need not name the historian of Charles V.^ 
I tell him, through the medium of his nephew's influence, that Mr 
Clarke is a gentleman who will not disgrace even his patronage. I 
know the merits of the cause thoroughly, and say it, that my friend 
is falling a sacrifice to prejudiced ignorance, and . . . 

Ood help the children of dependence ! Hated and persecuted by 
their enemies, and too often, sJas! almost unexceptionaMy, receiv^ 
by their friends with disrespect and reproach, under the tlun disguise 
of cold civility and humiliating advice. O to be a sturdy savage, 
stalking in the pride of his independence, amid the solitary wilds of 
his deserts, rather than in civilised life helplessly to tremble for a 
subsistence, precarious as the caprice of a fellow-creature ! Every 
man has his virtues, and no man is without his failings ; and curse 
on that privileged plain-dealing of friendship which, in the hour of 
my calamity, cannot reach forth the helping-hand without at the same 
time pointing out those failings, and apportioning them their share 
in procuring my present distress. My friends — for such the world 
calls ye, and such ye think yourselves to be — ^pass by my virtues if 
you please, but do also spare my follies : the first will witness in 
my breast for themselves, and the last will give pain enough to the 
ingenuous mind without you. And since deviating more or less 
from the paths of propriety and rectitude must be incident to human 
nature, do thou, Fortune, put it in my power, always from myself and 
of myself, to bear the consequence of those errors 1 I dp not want 
to be independent that I may sin, but I want to be independent in 
my sinning. 

To return in this rambling letter to the subject I set out with, let 
me recommend my friend Mr Clarke to your acquaintance and 
good offices — his worth entitles him to the one, and his gratitude • 
will merit the other. I long much to hear frY>m yon. Adieu ! 

B. B. 

> Mr Cunningham was nephew to Dr Robertaon. 



Digitized 



by Google 



CHZEF'tTAOiE C^ BtTSMSV'TBXAYSDNS. 1S7' 

Tlrere is something arresting in this lett^. While merely 
recommending a persecuted schoolmaster to a friend^s protection, 
thus to launch out into a general apology for hurtful failings, and 
an indignant protest against the friendship which would preach 
upon them even while redeeming their consequences, powerfully 
claims our attention amidst the obscurity which prevails regarding 
the details of Bums^s private life and the varying current of Im 
feelings at different times. We know that the poet was now 
convinced that his farming scheme was a failure, and that much 
of the little capital arising ftom the profits of his poems was 
irretrievably gone. ^ But the suffering from that cause could never, 
alone, have wrung from him such an outpouring of bitter feeling. 
It is the more remarkable as the commencement of a series of 
Biich tirades which' extended at intervals through the remainder of 
his life. From this time forth, indeed, we are to see a chronic 
exasperation of spirit affecting the life and conversation of the 
luckless bard. We get but slight and casual glimpses of the 
cause of all this acrimony ; but I am assured that it would be a 
great mistake to attribute it wholly, or in any considerable part, 
to a mere jarring between the sensitive spirit of the poet and the 
rude contact of the worldly scene into which he was plunged. 
Bums did not want for a certain worldly wisdom and hardiness. 
His poetical powers had not in themselves exposed him to 
any serious evils. On the contrary, he was indebted to them for 
any advance in the social scene which he ever made, and even for 
such endowments of fortune as had befallen him. Neither was 
Burns so unworthily regarded by either high or low in his own 
(3ay and place, as to have much occasion for complaint on that 
score. On the contrary, he had obtained the respectful regard 
of many of the very choicest men and women of his country. 
Whaiever he appeared in aristocratic circles, his acknowledged 
genius and the chcurms of his conversation gave him a distinction 
not always readily yielded to mere wealth and rank. No, we 
have to look elsewhere for an explanation of the mystery: it 
seems to have mainly lain in the reckless violence of some of his 
passions, by the consequences of which he was every now and 
then exposed to humiliations galling to his pride. It was a refuge 
to his wounded feelings to suppose that these passions were 
essentially connected with his poetical character. But we shall 
have hereafter to consider this subject more fully. 

There is a condition of great suffering, when, though the 
main source of grief cannot be spoken of, smaller evHs will 
be denounced with a superfluity of splenetic effusion not a little 
startling to the bystander. Bums appears about this time to 
have been subjected, either in public or private, to a searchix^ 
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h5rperoritici8in, probably of a kind beneath bis notice. Thp M* 
lowing fragment was perhaps designed as part of a "private reply 
to the critic : — 

[literart scolding.] 

Thou eunuch of language : thou Englishman, who never was souili 
Hie Tweed: thou servile echo of foshionable barbarisms: tboa 
^piadc, vending the nostrums of empirical elocution : thou mairiage- 
maker between vowels and consonants, on the Gretna Green of 
caprice : thou cobbler, botching the flimsy socks of bombast oratory : 
thou blacksmith, hammering the rivets of absurdity :^thou butcher, 
imbnung thy hands in the bowels of orthography : thou aroh-^eretic 
in pronunciation : thou pitch - pipe of affected emphasis : thou 
^»rpenter, mortising the awkward joints of jarring sentences : thou 
squeaking dissonance of cadence : thou pimp of gender : thou Lion 
Herald to silly etymology : thou antipode of gprammar : thou execu- 
tioner of construction : thou brood of the speech-distracting builders 
of the Tower oi Babel : thou lingual confusion worse confounded : 
thou scape-gallows from the land of syntax : thou scavenger of mood 
and tense : thou murderous accoucheur of infant learning : thou 
ignis fcUuus, misleading the steps of benighted ignorance: thou 
pickle -herring in the puppet -i^ow of nonsense: thou £uthful 
recorder of bfffbarous idiom : thou persecutor of syllabication : thou 
baleful meteor, foretelling and facilitating the rapid approach of Nox 
and Erebus.^ 

The same petty subject of resentment rides through an epistle 
to his patron Graham, while in reality his anguished bosom 
acknowledged deeper sources of wo : — 

THIRD EPISTLE TO MR GRAHAM OF FINTRT. 

ISummer, ipi."} 
Late crippled of an arm, and now a leg. 
About to beg a pass for leave to beg : 
Dull, listless, teased, dejected, and deprest, 
(Nature is adverse to a cripple's rest) ; 
Will generous Graham list to his Poet's wail ? 
(It soothes poor misery, hearkening to her tale), 
And hear him curse the light he first surveyed. 
And doubly curse the lucldess rhyming trade ! 

Thou, Nature, partial Nature I I arraign ; 
Of thy caprice maternal I complain. 

1 This singular oomposttion made its appearance in the GmOeman'i MtfpaHm 
for August 1882, without date or signature. The original manuRcript was in the 
possession of the late Mr Andrew Henderson, suiigeon, Berwick-upon-Tweed, one ot 
the sons of the Aw«-frifdL 
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The lion and ih& Imll tiiy care have fomid. 
One shakes the forests, and one spurns the ground : 
Thou giv*6t the ass his hide, the snail his shell, 
Th* envenomed wasp, victorions, guards his cell ; 
Thy minions, kings, defend, control, devour^ 
In all th' omnipotence of rule and power; 
Foxes and statesmen, subtile wiles insure : 
The eit and polecat stink, and are secure ; 
Toads with their poison, doctors with their drug, 
The priest and hedgehog in their robes are snug; 
Ev'n silly woman has her warlike arts. 
Her tongue and eyes, her dreaded spear and darts ; — 
But, oh 1 thou bitter stepmother and hard. 
To thy poor, fenceless, naked child — the Bard I 
A thing unteachaUe in world's skill, 
And half an idiot, too, more helpless still : 
No heels to bear him from the opening dun ; 
No claws to dig, his hated sight to shun ; 
No horns, but those by luckless Hymen worn, 
And those» i^as 1 not Amalthea's horn : 
No nerves olfactory, Mammon's trusty cur, 
. Clad in rich dulness* comfortable fur ; — 

In naked feeling, and in aching pride. 
He bears the unbroken blast from every side : 
Yampyre booksellers drain him to the heart, 
And scorpion critics cureless venom dart. 

Critics! — appalled I venture on ihe name. 
Those cut-throat bandits in the paths of fame : 
Bloody dissectors, worse than ten Monroes!^ 
He hacks to teach, they mangle to expose. 

His heart by causeless wanton malice wrung, 

By blockheads^ daring into madness stung ; 

His well- won bays, than life itself more dear. 

By miscreants torn, who ne'er one sprig must wear : 

Foiled, bleeding, tortured, in the unequal strife, 

The hapless poet flounders on through life ; 

Till fled each hope that once his bosom fired. 

And fled each muse that glorious once hispired. 

Low sunk in squalid, unprotected age. 

Dead, even resentment, for his injured page. 

He heeds or feels no more the ruthless critic's rage ! 

6o, by some hedge, the generous steed deceased, 
For half-starved snarling curs a dainty feast : 
By toil and famine wore to skin and bone. 
Lies senseless of each tugging bitch's son. 

1 AUndiBg to the eminent anatomist. Professor AlezanOer Mmro, of the £di» 
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Calm sheltmd haven of eterns^ rest I 

Thy sons ne'er madden in the fierce extr^nes 

Of fortune's poUu* frosty or torrid beams. 

If muitling high she fills the golden cup, 

With sober selfish ease they sip it up : 

Oonscious the bounteous meed they well deserve^ 

They only wonder * some^ folks' do not starve. 

l^e grave sage hem thus easy i^cks his feog^ 

And thinks the mallard a sad worthless dog. 

When disappointment snaps the clue of hope^ 

And through disastrous night they darkling grope^ 

With deaf endurance sluggishly they bear, 

And just conclude that * fools are fortune's care/ 

So, heavy, passive to the tempest's shocks, 

Strong on the sign-post stands the stupid ox. 

Not so the idle Musei^ mad-cap train, 

Kot such the woridngs of their moon-strock brain ; 

In equanimity they never dwell, 

By turns in soaring heaven or vaulted heU. 

I dread thee, fate, relentless and severe. 
With all a poet's, husband's, father's fear! 
Already one strong hold of hope is lost^ 
Glencairn, the truly noble, lies in dust ; 
(Fled, like the sun eclipsed as noon appears, 
And left us darkling in a world of tears :) 
O hear my ardent, grateful, selfoh prayer!-* 
Fintry, my other stay, long bless and spare ! 
Through a long life his hopes and wishes crown. 
And bright in cloudless sides his sun go down 1 
May bliss dojnestic smooth his private path, 
Qive energy to life, and soothe his latest breath, 
With many a filial tear circling the bed of death! 

As the summer moved on, Bums seems to have recovered fiota 
both bruises and vexations, and to have regained some degree 
of equanimity. 

• 

TO [MR FBTEB HILL.] 

[DuMFitiJBS, im JtOg 1791. 

My dear Friend— I take Glenriddel's kind offer of a comer for 
a postscript to you, though I have nothing particular to teU you. It 
is with the greatest pleasure I learn from all hands, and parttculariy 
from your warm friend and patron, the Laird here, that you are 
going on, spreading and thriving like the palm-tree that shades the 
fragrant vale in &e Holy Land of the Prophet. May the richest 

>1k»dat«i0mppUedinadifibi«nthaDcL A postHOiaKk Sndio«tw < Jib 14.' 
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Jokes from beneath, Mid the dews of heaven from aboTe, fSoster 
your root and refresh your branches, until you be as conspicitoos 
among your fellows as the stately Goli^ towering over the little 
pigmy Philistines around him I Amen^ so be it 1 1! 

B.B. 

At this time we hjive a picturesque presentment of Bums from 
the pen of Dr Currie : — * In the summer of 1791 two English 
gentlemen, who had before met with him in Edinburgh, paid a 
visit to him at Ellisland. On calling at the house, they were 
informed that he had walked out on the banks of the river ; and 
dismounting from their horses, they proceeded in search of him. 
Ob a rock that projected into the stream, they saw a man employed 
in angling, of a singular appearance. He nad a cap made of a 
fox^s skin on his head, a loose greatcoat fixed round him by a 
belt, from which depended an enormous Highland broadsword. It 
was Bums. He received them with gfeat cordiality, and asked 
them to share his humble dinner — an invitation which they 
accepted. On the table they found boiled beef, with vegetables, 
and barley-broth, after the manner of Scotland, of which they 
partook heartily. After dinner, the bard told them ingenuously 
that he had no wine to offer them — ^nothing better than Highland 
whisky, a bottle of which Mrs Bums set on the board. He 
produced at the same time his punch'bowl, made of Inverary 
marble ; and, mixing the spirit with water and sugar, filled their 
glasses, and invited them to drink.^ The travellers were in 
haste, and, besides, the flavour pf the whi^y to their itUhron 
palates was scarcely tolerable ; but the generous poet offered them 
his best, and his ardent hospitality they found it impossible to 
resist. Bums was in his happiest mood, and the charms of his 
conversation were altogether fascinating. He ranged over a great 
variety of topics, illuminating whatever he touched. He related 
the tales of his infancy and of his youth ; he recited some of the 
gayest and some of the tenderest of his poems : in the wildest of 
his strams of mirth he threw in some touches of melancholy, and 
spread around him the electric emotions of hli| powerM mind. 
The Highland whisky improved in its flavourt the marble bowl 
was again tod again emptied and replenished ; the guests of our 
poet forgot the flight of time and the dictates of pradence : at 
the hour of midnight they lost their way in retuming to Dumfries, 

» The bowl hero referred to was formed of lapis-ollarUt the gtone of whirii Inve- 
rary Castle is built. It was fiaishicmed by the hands of Mr Armour of Mauchline, 
and iHresented by him as a marriage-gift to his famous son-in-law. After the poet's 
death, it fell into the hands of Mr Alexander Cunningham of Edinburgh, from 
which again it passed to those of Mr Hastie, representative of Paisley in several 
parliaments, who is said to have refiised three hundred goineM finr it, a sum that 
would liaTv Mt Buaw on his tegs fiv eter 1 
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and could scarcely distingiiish it when assbtod hj tha moming'ii 



dawn/i 



TO MB THOMAS SLOAN. 

ELLI8LAWD, Irf /Sfpt 1791. 

Mt dbab Sloan — Suspense is worse than disappointment; for that 
reason I hurry to tell you that I just now learn that Mr l^Uantine 
does not choose to interfere more in the business. I am truly son7 
for it) but cannot help it. 

You blame me for not writing you sooner; but you will jdease id 
Yecc^lect that you omitted one little necessary piece of information 
—your address. 

However, you know equally well my hurried life, indolent temper, 
and strength of attachment. It must be a longer period than <he 
longest life * in the world's hale and undegenerate days/ that will 
make me forget so dear a friend as Mr Sloan. I am prodigal enough 
at times, but I will not part with such a treasure as that. 

I can easily enter into tbe emharraa of your present situation. Ton 
know my favourite quotation from Toung — 



* On Reason build Rcsolvb ! 



That column of true majesty in man.' 

And that other favourite one from Thomson's Alfred — 

< What proves the hero tndy orjcat* 
Is, never, never to despair.' 

Or, shall I quote you an author of your acquaintance ? * 

— * Whether doing, suffbrino, or forbsarino, 
Tou may do miracles by— pxrsbtbrino.* 

I have nothing new to tell you. The few friends wo have are 
going on in the old way. I sold my crop on this day se'en-night, and 
sold it very well. A guinea an acre, on an average, above value. 
But such a scene of drunkenness was hardly ever seen in this country. 
After t]^ roup i^ over, about thirty people engaged in a battle, 
every man for his own hand, and fought it out for three hours. Nor 
was the scene much better in the house. No fighting, indeed, but 
£olks lying drunk on the floor, and decanting, until Ixith my doga 
got so drunk by attending them that they could not stand. You 
will easily guess how I enjoyed the scene, as I was no fieuiher over 
than you used to see me. 

Mrs B. and family have been in Ajmshire these many weeks. 

Farewell I and God bless you, my dear friend ! R. B. 

> Given from the lafotmatton of one of th^ party. 
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The reader most not suppose that Bums had given any special 
encouragement to the glass at the sale of his crop. It "was the 
custom on sueh occasions to produce a quantity of whisky or 
some similar liquor, from which the persons attending the sale 
were expected to help themselves at discretion. The common 
belief was, that without this attraction there might be a difficulty 
in assembling a company, and that without such a stimulus to 
bidding the stock would go off at prices beneath its value. Such 
matters are usually left to the auctioneer, and probably on this 
occasion our poet was passive in all respects but that of an observer 
<^ self-degraded human nature. There is seldom any excess now- 
a-daya; but still the bottle never fails to appear side by side with 
^e auctioned. 

The Earl of Buchan, whose connection with the Glencaim 
fiunily gave him a claim on Bums^s consideration which he could 
never have derived from his own character, was at this time con- 
templating one of the puerile fetes for which he had so restless a 
propensity, the ostensible object being the inauguration of a 
temple built to Thomson the poet on Ednam Hill, while the true 
one was the glorification of the Earl of Buchan. £Us lordship 
wrote to Bums, requesting his presence on the occasion, and 
suggesting that he should ' go across the country, and meet the 
Tweed at the nearest point to his farm — ^ahd wandering along the 
pastoral banks of Thomson's pure parent stream, catch inspiration 
on the devious walk, till he finds Lord Buchan sitting on the 
ruins of Dryburgh. There,* he adds, * the Commendator [for so 
he considered himself, as being the successor of the ancient abbots] 
will give him [Bums] a hearty welcome, and try to light his lamp 
at the pure flame of native genius upon the altar of Caledonian 
virtue 1* Bums gave a courteous and conceding answer : 

TO THB EARL OF BUCHAN. 

EllisxiAnd, ISepUmber] ITINk 
Mt Lord — ^Language sinks under the ardour of my feelings when 
I would thank your lordship for the honour you have done me in 
inviting me to make one at the coronation of the bust of Thomson. 
In my first enthusiasm in reading the card you did me the honour 
io write me, I overlooked every obstacle, and determined to go ; but 
I fear it will not be in my power. A week or two's absence, in the 
very middle of my harvest, is what I much doubt I dare not venture 
on. I once already made a pilgrimage up the whole course of the 
Tweed,! and fondly would I take the same delightful journey down 
the windings of that delightful stream. 

1 lb reaUiy, wfy fce loaeileitheib 
m. , I 
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Your lordibip hints at an ode for the oooasioa ; but ^o would 
write after Collinel I read over hie verees to the memory of 
Thomson, and despaired. « I got indeed to the leuji^h of three or four 
etangsmi, in the way of address to the shade of the bard, on crowning 
bis bust. I shall trouble your lordship with the subjoined copy of 
them, wh\ch, I am afraid, will be but too convincing a proof how 
unequal I am to the task. However, it affords me an opportunity of 
approaching your lordship, and declaring how sincerely and gratefully 
I have the honour to be, &c. B. B., 



ADDRESS TO THE SHADE OF THOMSOIC, 
Oir CBOWIIINO HIS BUST AT BDNA1I> ROXBUBOHSHIBJ^ WITH RATS, 

While virgin Spring, by £den*s flood, 

Unfolds her tender mantle green, 
Or pranks the sod in frolic mood, 

Or tunes JEolian strains between : 

While Summer with a matron grace 
Betreats to Dryburgh's cooling shade^ 

Tet oft, delighted, stops to trace 
The progress of the spiky blade : 

While Autumn, benefactor kind. 

By Tweed erects his aged head, 
And sees, with self-approving mind. 

Bach creature on his bounty fed : 

While maniac Winter rages o'er 
The hills whence classic Tarrow flows, 

Bousing the turbid torrent's roar. 
Or sweeping, wild, a waste of snows : 

So long, sweet Poet of the year ! 

Shall bloom that wreath thou well hast won ; 
While Scotia, with exulting tear. 

Proclaims that Thomson was her son. 

Boms, in looking into Collins for his verses to the memory of 
Thomson, had probably glanced at the same poet's exquisite Ode 
to Evening^ for the three conclading verses are manifestly imitated 
in this address: 

' While Spring shall pour his diowers, as oft he w(mt^ 
And bathe thy breathing tresses, meekest Eve : 
While Summer loves to sport 
~ t thy lingering light t 



Digitized 



by Google 



ZJETTElt TO COLONEL FULLA»T(»I. 195 

While sallow AntitiBn fills thy o«p with leaveii 
Or Winter, yelling through the troublous air. 

Affrights thy shrinking train. 

And rudely rends thy robes : 

So long, regardful of thy quiet rule, 

Shall Fancy, Friendship, Science, smiling PeacOi 

Thy gentlest influence own, 

And love thy favourite name 1* 



TO COLONEL TULLARTON, OF FVLLABTON.^ 

E1.LI8LAND, OcUber 3, I79L 
Sir — I have just this minute got the frank, and next minute must 
send it to post ; else I purposed to have sent you two or three other 
bagatelles that might have amused a vacant hour, about as well as 
Six ExceUeni New Songa, or the Aberdeen PrognossticcUiona for the 
Year to come,^ I shidl probably trouble you soon with another 
packet : about the gloomy month of November, when the people of 
England hang and drown themselves, anything generally is better 
thM one's own thoughts. 

Fond as I may be of my own productions, it is not for their sake 
that I am so anxious to send you them. I am ambitious, covetously 
lunbitioas, of being known to a gentleman whom I am proud to call 
my countiyman ;3 a gentleman, who was a foreign ambassador as soon 
as he was a man, and a leader of armies as soon as he was a s<^dier, 
and that with an ickU unknown to the usual minions of a court — men 
who, with all the adventitious advantages of princely oonnections 
and princely fortunes, must yet, like the caterpillar, labour a whole 
lifetime before they reach the wished-for height, there to roost a 
stupid chrysidis^ and doze out the remaining glimmering existence 
of old age. 

If the gentleman that accompanied you when you did me the 
honour of calling on me, is with you, I beg to be respectfully remem- 
bered to him. I have the honour to be your highly obliged, and 
most devoted humble servant, B. B. 

Boms had become acquainted, probably at Friars* Carse, with 

> This gsnfleniftn, it will be lecoUeoted, is honourably mentioned in Th$ 
ViHon. The letter first appeared in the Pauley Magazine, 1828. For the favonr- 
able opinion which he entertained of Bums, see the present volume, p. 199. 

,' A conspicuous branch of popular literature in Scotland till a recent period eon- 
slated of coarse brochures of four leaves » sold at a halfpenny and generally con- 
taining scnnething appropriate to the title of • Six ExctUent New Sonffg — vit,' 
&0. The other branch of popular iicerature mentioned in t^ text c on wi s tsd d 
almanacs, puUished at Aberdeen, at the price of a peaay. 

* Meaning a native of the same county. 
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a beaQtiful yotuig Englisliwoiiiaiiy a rektioa of the Hddels, asd 
abo connected by the marriage of a sister with the noble f&nulj 
of Kenmure in the neighbouring stewartry. Deborah Davies 
— for this was her name^-was of small stature, but exquisitely 
handsome, and she possessed more than an average share of mental 
graces. With his usual sensibility to female beauty, but especially 
that of a refined and educated woman, Bums became an idolater of 
Miss Davies, and the feelings which possessed him soon led to an 
e£Eusion of both prose and verse. 



TO MISS DAVIES. 

Madam — ^I understand my very worthy neighbour, Mr Riddel, has 
informed you that I have made you the subject of some verses. 
There is something so provoking in the idea of being the burden of a 
ballad, that I do not think Job or Moses, though such patterns <^ 
patience and meekness, could have resisted the curiosity to know 
what that ballad was ; so my worthy friend has done me a mischief^ 
which I daresay he never mtended, and reduced me to the unfor- 
tunate alternative of leaving your curioeity ungratified, or else 
disgusting you with foolish verses, the unfinished production of a 
random moment, and never mdUit to have met your ear. , I have 
heard or read somewhere of a gentleman who had some genius, 
much eccentricity, and very considerable dexterity with his penoiL 
In the accidental group of life into which one is thrown, wherever 
this gentleman met with a character in a more than ordinary degrest 
congenial to his heart, he used to steal a sketch of the face ; merelj^ 
he said, as a noia hene^ to point out the agreeable reeoUectioB to his 
memory. What this gentieman*s pencil was to him, my Muse is to 
me; and the verses I do myself the. honour to send you are ft 
memento exactly of the dame kind that he indulged in. 

It may be more owing to the fastidiousness of my capiee than 
the delicacy of my taste, but I am so often tired, disgusted and hurt 
with the insipidity, affectation, and pride of nuuUdnd, that when I 
meet with a person 'afler my own hearty' I positively feel what an 
orthodox Protestant would call a species of idolatry, which acts on 
my fancy like inspiration; and I can no more desist rhyming on the 
impulse, than an ^olian harp can refuse its tones to the stream- 
ing air. A distich or two would be the consequence, though 
the object which hit my fancy were gray-bearded age; but where 
my theme is youth and beauty, a young lady whose personal charms^ 
wit, and sentiment^ are equally striking and unaffected — by Heavens I 
though I had lived threescore years a married man, and threescore 
years before J wai^ a married man, my imagination would hallow the 
very idea : and I am truly sorry that the enclosed stanzas have done 
such poor justice to such a subject. R. B. 
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IiOYBLT PAYIES. 
Tvnm-Miss Muir. 

how shall I, un^ilfu', try 
The poet's occupatioD, 

The tunefu' powers, in happy hours^ 

That whisper inspiration? 
Even they m&un cUure an effort nuur > 

Than aught they ever gave us, 
Ere they rehearse, in equal verse, 

The charms o' lovely Davles. 

Each eye it cheers, when she appears, 

Like Phoebus in the morning, 
When past the shower, and every flower 

The garden is adorning. 
As the wretch looks o'er Siberia's shore, 

"When winter-bound the wave is ; 
Sae droops our heart when we maun part 

Frae charming, lovely Davies. 

Hot smile's a gift> frae 'boon the lift, 

That maks us mair than princes ; 
A sceptered hand, a king's command. 

Is in her dartjng glances : 
The man in arms, 'gainst female charms, 

Even he her willuig slave is ; 
He hugs his chain, and owns the reign 

Of conquering, lovely Davies. 

My Muse to dream of such a theme^ 

Her feeble powers surrender; 
The eagle's gaze alone surveys 

The sun's meridian splendour : 

1 wad in vain essay the strain, 

The deed too daring brave is ; 
I'll drop the lyre, and mute admire 
The charms o' lovely Davies. 

Bums afterwards canonised the lady still more effectively in a 
briefer but more sentimental ditty, which had the good fortune to 
be conceived in connection with one of the most tenderly-beautiful 
of the national airs. 

THE BONNIE WEB THING. 

Tun «— Bonnie toee Thing. 

Bonnie wee thing, cannie wee thing. 
Lovely wee thing, wert thou mine^ 

I wad wear thee in my bosom, 
Lett my jewel I should tinel 
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Wiihfiil] J I \oA and laaguidi 

In that bonnie face o* mine ; 
And mj heui it stounds wi' angnisli. 

Lest my wee thing be na mine. 

Wit) and grace, and love, and beauty. 

In ae coostellation shine; 
To adore thee is my duty. 

Goddess 6* this soul o* mine I 
Bonnie wee thing, cannie wee thing, 

Lovely wee things wert thou mine^ 
I wad wear thee in my bosom, 

Lest my jewel I should tine I 

'One day, while Bums was at Moffiit' — thus writes AUaa 
Cunningham — ' the charming, lovely Davies rode past, ftccompanied 
by a lady tall and portly: on a friend asking the poet, why God 
made one lady so large, and Miss Davies so little, he replied in the 
words of the epigram : ' 

Ask why Qod made the gem so small, 

And why so huge the granite t 
Because Qod meant mankind should set 

The higher value on it. 

< No one,' adds Allan, ' has apologised so handsomely for scrimpit 
stature.* 



TO MISS DAVIES. 

It is impossible, madam, that the generous warmth and angelio 
purity of your youthful mind can have any idea of that moral disease 
under which I unhappily must rank as the chief of sinners : I mean 
a torpitude of the moral powers, that may be called a lethargy of 
conscience. In vain Bemorse rears l^er horrent crest, and rouses all 
her snakes : beneath the deadly fixed eye and leaden band of 
Indolence, their wildest ire is charmed into the torpor of the bat^ 
slumbering out the rigours of winter in the chink of a ruined wall. 
Nothing less, madam, could have made me so long neglect your 
obliging commands. Indeed, I had one apology— the bagatelle was 
not worth presenting. Besides, so strongly am I interested in Kiss 
Davies's fate and welfare in the serious business of life, amid its 
chances and changes, that to make her the subject of a silly ballad 
is downright mockery of these ardent feelings ; 'tis like an imper- 
tinent jest to a dying friend. 

Gracious Heaven ! why this disparity between our widies and our 
powers! Why is the most genorous wish to make othtft blert 
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impotont «nd ineffectual, as tlie idle breese that crome» Uie pathlew 
desert ! lu mj walks of life I have met with a few people to whom 
how gladly would I have said : * Oo ! be happy I I know that your 
hearts have been wounded by the scorn of the proud, whom accident 
has placed above you — or, worse still, in whose hands are perhape 
placed many of the comforts of your life. But there ! ascend that 
rock. Independence^ and look justly down on their littleness of souL 
Make the worthless tremble under your indignation, and the foolish 
sink before your contempt; and largely impart that happiness to 
others whicl^ I aof. certain, will give yourselves so much pleasure to 
bestow.' 

Why, dear madam, must I wake from this delightful reverie, and 
find it all a dream t Why, amid my generous enthusiasm, must I 
find myself poor and powerless, incapable of wiping one tear from 
the eye of Pity, or of adding one comfort to the friend I love I Out 
upon the world 1 say I, that its affairs are administered so ill I They 
talk of reform ; good Heaven I what a reform would I make among 
the sons, and even the daughters, of men ! Down immediately should 
go fools from the high places where misbegotten chance has perked 
them tip, and throu^ life should they skulk, ever haunted by their 
native insignificance, as the body marches accompanied by its 
shadow. As for a much more formidable class, the knaves, I am at 
a loss what to do with them : had I a world, there should not be a 
knave in it. 

But the hand that conld give, I would liberally &l ; and I wonld 
pour delight on the heart that could kindly forgive, and g&aerovmky 
love. 

Still, the inequalities of life are, among men, comparatively toler- 
able — ^but there is a delicacy, a tenderness, accompanying every view 
in which we can place lovely woman, that are derated and shocked 
at the rude, capricious distinctions of Fortune. Woman is the blood- 
royal of life : let there be slight degrees of precedency among them 
— but let them be all sacred. Whether this last sentiment be right 
or wrong, I am not accountable : it is an original component feature 
of my mind. R. B. 

Allan Cunningliam relates the romantic subsequent history of 
Miss Davies, from the information of a nephew of the lady. A 
Captain Delany * made himself acceptable to her by sympathising 
in her pursuits, and writing verses on her, calling her his Stella, 
an ominous name, which might have brought the memwry of Swift's 
unhappy mistress to her mind. An offer of marriage was made 
and accepted ; but Delany's circumstances were urged as an obstacle : 
delays ensued : a coldness on the lover's part followed : his regi- , 
ment was called abroad, he went with it : she heard from him once 
and no more, and was left to mourn the change of affection — to 
dro<^ «ad dlew He perished in battle or by a foreign climate, soon 
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after the death of the yoimg Mj^ of wkwie Iotb he iraa •• 
unworthy. 

' The following verses on this nnfortunste attachmeDt form parft 
of a poem found among her papers at her death : she takes 
Delany*8 portrait from her bosom, presses it to her lips, and sajs— 

*( Kext to th3nself, 'tis all on earthy 

Thy Stella dear doth hold ; 
The glass is clouded with my breathy 

And as my bosom cold : 
That bosom which so oft has glowed. 

With love and friendshipli name. 
Where you the seed of love first eowed. 

That kindled into fiame. 

You there neglected let it bum. 

It seized the vital part» 
And left my bosom as an urn. 

To hold a broken heart ; 
I once had thought I should have been 

A tender, happy wife, 
And passed my future days serene, 

With thee, my James, through life."' 

Amongst the gentry of Dumfriesshire was one possessed of 
aooomplishments akin to those of Bums — Charles Sharpe of 
Hoddfun, an excellent violinist, and a composer of both muuc and 
verse. I am not aware of the publication of any specimen of Mr 
tSharpe's poetry; but his son, Mr Charles Kirkpatrick Sharpe, 
printed a few years ago an air to the song of The Ewe'miUcmg''s 
Bonnie^ which the Laird of Hoddam was believed to have produced 
upon the stock and horn when only eight years of age ; and it 
certainly is a pleasing example of melody of the Scottish cha- 
racter, and perfectly original. Bums having heard an air of Mr 
Sharpens composition, adopted the whimsical idea of addressing 
him under a fictitious signature, in the character of a vagrant 
fiddler:— 

TO CHABLBa SHABPE, ESQ. OF HOQDAH, 
ENCLOSINQ ▲ BALLAD. 

', you are a gentleman of rank and fortune^ and I am 
ou are a feather in the cap of Society, and I am a very 
hoes ; yet I have the honour to belong to the same 
1, and on that score I now address you. Ton will 
; that I am going to claim affinity with the ancient and 
Be of Eirl^trick. No^ no» sir : I oannot indeed be 
o belong to aiiy house, or even any province or 
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tdng^tom ; as my mother^ wko for many yeanr vas Bponse ta a 
marcbmg regiment^ gave me into this bad world, aboard the packet- 
beat, somewhere between Donaghadee and Portpatriek. By our 
common family, I. me|^^u-, the family of the Muses. I am a fiddler 
and a^poet ; and yon^^Hi told, play an exquisite violin, and have a 
standard tauste in th^tmes lettres. The other day, a brother catgut 
gave me a duttming Scots air of your composition. If I was pleased 
with th^ tune, I was in raptures with the title you have given it; 
and, taking up the idea, I have spun it into the three stanzas enclosed. 
Will you allow me, sir, to present you them, as the dearest oflfering 
that a misbegotten son of poverty and rhyme has to give ! I have* a 
longing to take you by the hand and unburden my heart by saying : 
* Sir, I honour you as a man who supports the dignity of human 
nature, amid an age when Mvolity and avarice have, betwe^i them, 
debased us below the brutes that perish !' But, alas, sir ! to me you 
are mtiapproachahle. It is true the' Muses baptised me in Castalian 
streams ; but the thonghUess gipsies forgot to give me a name. As 
the sex have served many a good fellow, the Nine have given me a 
great deal of pleasure ; but, bewitching jadcis ! they have beggared 
me. Would ^ey but i^>are me a little of th^ cast-linen ! were it 
only to put it in my power to say that I have. a shirt on my back ! 
But the idle wenches, like Solomon's lilies, < they toil not, neither do 
' they spin ;' so I must e'en continue to tie my remnant of a cravat^ 
like the hangman's rope, round my naked throat, and coax my 
gal%afikins to ke^ together their many-cdourfed fragm^ats. As to 
the affair of shoes, I have given that up. My pil^primages in my 
ballad-trade from town to town, and on your stony-hearted turnpikes 
, too, are what not even the hide of Job's behemoth could bear. The 
^ coat on my back is no more : I shall Qot speak evil of the dead. It 
would be equally unhandsome and ungrateful to find fault with my 
old surtout, which so kindly supplies and conceals the want of that 
coat. My hat, indeed, is a great favourite ; and though I got it 
literally for an old song, I would not exchange it for the best beaver 
in ]^tain. I was during several years a kind of fisic-totum servant 
to a countiy clergyman, where I picked up a good many scraps of 
learning, particu&rly in some branches of liie mathematics. When- 
ever I feel inclined to rest myself on my way, I take my seat under 
a hedge, laying my poetic wsdlet on the one side, and my fiddle-case 
on the other, and, placing my hat between my legs, I can by means 
of its brim, or rather brims, go through the whole doctrine of the 
conic sections. 

However, sir, don't let me mislead you, as if I would interest your 
pity. Fortune has so much forsaken me, that she has taught m^ 
to live without her ; and, imiid all my rags and poverty, I am as 
independent, and much more happy, than a monarch of the world. 
According to the hackneyed metaphor, I value the several actors in 
the great drama of life simply as they act their partB. I can look 
on a worthless f^ow of a duke with nnqutdified contempt, and can 
regard an honest scavenger with ono^re respect. As ^ou, sir^ go 
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ihrongb your HUe with soeh distiiigatthed laeri^ pennit me to ioak# 
one in the chorus of uniTeraal applause, and assure yea that, wUh 
the highest respeet, I have the honour to be^ ke. 



This queer epistle led to an intimacy ^Been Mr Sharpe and 
Bums, of which all literary evidence has ^Mrahed. The only other 
memorial of the friendship of the two fiddlers that has appeared is 
a curious reHc in the possession of a gentleman at Whitehaven^- 
namely, a masonic apron described as of * shammy leather, very 
fine, with figures of gold, some of them relieved with green, others 
with a dark - red colour,' while * on the under side of the semi- 
circular part which is turned down at the top, is written in a bold 
fidr hfiod-— 

<* Charles Sharpe of Hotham, 

TO 

Babbie Burns. 

DuMFRixs, Dee. W, ITSf '* 

The bcal library scheme which Bums had helped to set on 
foot soon after coming to EUisland, had now run its three years* 
ooorse with success. It had become the duty of Mr Eirkpatrick, 
the ministw of Dunscore, to send an account of his parish to Sir 
John Sinclair, for publication in the large statistical work which ' 
he had commenced : from this the reverend gentleman omitted ail 
reference to the Monkland Library, probably, as Allan Cunning- 
ham suggests, from a dislike to* the kind of Uteratore patronised 
by it. Mr Riddel resolved to make up, as far as possible, for this 
deficiency, and prevailed on Bums to write an account of the 
library, which he enclosed to Sir John in one from himself. Both 
letters appeared in the third volume of the Statistical Account qf 
Scotkmd. 

TO SIR JOHK SINCLAIR, BART. 

Sir John — I enclose you a letter, written by Mr Bums, as an 
addition to the account of Dunscore parish. It contains an account 
of a small library which he was so good (at my desire) as to set on 
foot in the barony of Monkland, or Friars* Carse, in this parish. As 
its utility has been felt, particularly among the younger class of 
people, I think that if a similar plan were established in the 
difi^erent parishes of Scotland, it would tend greatly to the speedy 
improvement of the tenantry, trades-people, and work-people. Mr 
Burns was so good as to take the whole charge of this small concern. 
He was treasurer, librarian, and censor to this little society, who 

> Letter of Mr Jolm Ranuuty (author of Woednotet qf a JFanderer), fa. Am 
i((iverN«0r, Jfi&uaxx 9, 1801. 
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'wOl long liaTe a grat^l sens^of kis pnbUe spkit and «4ceHioii8 fiir 
ih^ improvement and infannAiion. . I have the. honour to be, Sir 
John^ yours most sincerely, Bobe&t Biddbl. 



TO SIB JOHN SINCLi.IB. 

Bib— The following circumstance has, I believe, been omitted in 

^the statistical account transmitted to you of the parish of Dunscore, 

in Nithsdale. I b^ leave to send it to you because it is new, and 

may be useful. How far it is deserving of a place in your patriotie 

publication you are the best judge. 

To store the minds of the lower classes with useful knowledge is 
certainly of very great importance, both to them as individuals and 
to society at large. Giving them a turn for reading and reflection, 
is giving them a source of innocent and laudable amusement, and, 
besides, raises them to a more dignified degi^ee in the scale Of 
rationality. Impressed with this idea, a gentleman in this parish, 
Robert Riddel, Esq. of Qlenriddel, set on foot a species of circulating 
library, on a plan so simple as to be practicable in any comer of the 
country ; and so useful as to deserve the notice of every country 
gentleman who thinks the improvement of that part of his own 
species, whom chance has thrown into the humble walks of the 
peasant and the artisan, a matter worthy of his attention. 

Mr Riddel got a number of his own tenants and farming 
neighbours to form themselves into a society for the purpose of 
having a library among themselves. They entered into a legal 
engagement to abide by it for three years ; with a saving-clause or 
two, in case of removal to a distance or of death. Kach member 
at his entry paid five shillings; and at each of their meeting^ 
which were held every fourth Saturday, sixpence more. With 
their entry-money, and the credit which they took on the fiuth of 
their future funds, they laid in a tolerable stock of books at the 
commencement. What authors they were to purchase was always 
. decided by the majority. At every meeting, all the books, under 
certain fines and forfeitures, by way of penalty, were to be produced ; 
and the members had their choice of the volumes in rotation. He 
whose name stood for that night first on the list, had his choice of 
what volume he pleased in the whole collection ; the second had h^ 
choice after the first ; the third after the second ; and so on to the 
last. At next meeting, he who had been first on the list at the 
preceding meeting was last at this ; he who had been second wee 
first ; and so on through the whole three years. At the expiration 
of the engagement, the books were sold by auction, but only among 
the members themselves ; and each man had his share of the common 
stocky in money or in books, as he chose to be a purchaser or not. 

At the breaking up of this little society, which was formed under 
Mr Riddel's patronage^ what with bene&ctions of books from hint 
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upwards of one hundred and fifty yolumes. It will eaoly be gneaaed 
that a good deal of trash would be bought. Anioi^ the boo]^ 
however, of this little library, were— J^ZatV^ Sermons^ Bobertson't 
History qf ScoiUmdj Humis History of the Stuarts^ The Spectator^ 
Idler^ Adventurer^ Mirror^ Lounger, Observer, Man of Feeling, Man 
of the World, Chrysal, Don Quixote, Joseph Andrews, &c. A peasant 
who can reMl, and enjoy such books, is certainly a much superior 
being to his neighbour who perhaps stalks beside his team, very little 
removed, except in shape, flrom the Inntes he drives. 

Widii^ your patriotic exertitms their so much merited success, I 
am, sir, your humble servant^ A Fsasant. 



VO MR MAXWXLL OF TKRRAUeHTT, ON HIS BIBTHDAT. 

Health to the Maxwell's veteran chief I I 

Health, aye unsoured by care or gri^: 
Inspired, I turned Fate's sybil lefdT 

This natal mom; 
I Bee thy life is stuff o* prief. 

Scarce quite half won\. ■ 

This day thou metes threescore eleven. 

And I can tell that bounteous Heav^ ' 

(The secondHsight^ ye ken, is given 

To ilka Poet) j 

On thee a tack o' seven times seven 

Will yet bestow it. ! 

K envious buckles view wi' sorrow 

Thy lengthened days on this blest morrow. 

May desolation's limg-teethed harrow, 

Nine miles an hour. 
Bake them like Sodom and Gomorrah, 

In brunstane stoure 1 

But for thy friendcf, and they are mony, \ 

Baith honest men and lassies bonnie, ^ 

May oouthie fortune, kind and cannie^ 1 

In social glee, 
Wi' mornings blithe, and e'enings Amny, 

Bless them and l£ee 1 ' 

Fareweel, auld birkie I Lord be near ye^ 
And then the deil he dauma steer ye: 
Tomr Mends aye love, your faes aye fear ye ; 

For me, shame fa' me^ 
If neist my heart I dinna wear ye 

While Bviu« they ca' mel i 
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The pers^ addreaeed in these veraes— Jolm Maanrdl, Esq. of 
Terraughty and Munches^— was a leading public man in the county 
of Dumfries. He was on several accounts very remarkable, but 
particularly fo?* his birth and the proximity into which his fiunily 
history brings us with events comparatively remote ; for Mr Maxwell 
was grandson^s-grandson, and no more, to the gallant and faithful 
Lord Herries, who on bended knees entreated Queen Mary to 
prosecute Bothwell as the murderer of her husbandi and who sub- 
sequently fought for her at Langside. One cannot learn without a 
pleasing kind of surprise that a relation in the fifth degree of one 
who was Warden of the West Marckei in 1545, «hould have lived 
to the close of the IVench Revolution wars, which was the case of 
Mr Maxwell, for he died in January 1814. Mr MaxweQ waa an 
active man both in the maui^ement of his own estate and in 
public business, and is admitted to have contributed greatly 
to the prosperity of his native district. A very curious paper 
drawn up by him in 1811, giving a view of the advance of 
the country in its agricultural economy during his centenarian 
existence, has been published. 



TO HBS DUNLOP. 

EixiSLAi^D, nth Jkemtber 179L 

Many thanks to you, madam, for your good news respectiBg the 
Bttle floweret and the mother-plant. I hope my poetic prayers have 
been heard, and will be answered up to the warmest sincerity of 
their fullest extent ; and then Mrs Henri will find her little darling 
the representative of his late parent^ in everything but his abridged 
existence. 

I have just finished the following song, which, to a lady, the descend- 
ant of Wallace, and many heroes of his truly illustrious line— and 
herself the mother of several soldiers — needs neither preface nor 
apology. ♦ 

SONa OF DEATH. 
AiA— Ordtt an AMg» 

Beene^X Field of BatOe— Time of the day, Ereninff-The wounded and dying of 
the Ttotoriotis army are raiq;K>6ed to join in tho fcUowiBg toag :--' 

Farewell, thou fair day, thou green earth, and ye 8kie% 

Now gay with the bright setting son ; 
Farewell loves and friendships, ye dear tender tie 

Onr race of exist^ioe is run! 
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TboQ grhn Km^ of Teirers, ^ti life's gloomy fo«f 

Go, frighten the coward and slave ; 
Go, teach them to tremble, fell tyrant! but know, 

Kb terrors hast thou to the brave ! 

Thou strik'st the dull peasant — he sinks in the dark, 

Nor saves e*en the wreck of a name ; 
Thou strik'st the young hero — a glorious mark! 

He falls in the blaze of his fame ! 

In the field of proud honour— our swords in our handa^ 

Our king and our country to save — 
"While viGtOTy shines on life's last ebbing sands, 

Oh ! who would not die with the brave? 

The circumstance that gave rise to the foregoing verses was — > 
looking over with a musical friend McDonald's collection of Highland 
airs, I was struck with one, an Isle of Skye tune, entitled Oran an 
Aoigt or the Song of DeaJ^ to the measure of which I have adapted 
my stanzas. I have of late composed two or three other little 
pieces, which, ere yon full-orbed moon, whose broad impudent feustt 
now stares at old Mother Earth all night, shall have shrunk into a 
modest crescent, just peeping forth at dewy dawn, I shall find an hour 
to tra^iscribe for you. A JHeuje vous cammende* R. B. 

We have seen that so early as January 1790, after a Kttle more 
than a year and a half's experience of his farm, the poet had 
become alarmed at its unprofitableness. His statement to Lady 
Elizabeth Cunningham in spring 1791 is, that but for the support 
he had^rom his Excise income he must have sunk under the bad 
bargain of his farm. It is difficult now to imagine such a farm aa 
ruinous at £50 or even £70 a year, when the existing temmt pays 
£170, notwithstanding that it is now less by a few acres than in 
Bums's time, and that the markets are even lower than they were 
then. But some explanation is hinted when we hear Bums 
speaking of wandering out among the broom in his neighbourhood : 
the land was not then in its present state of cultivation ; hiffh^ or 
even tolerable farming was not understood or practised; and, 
accordingly, it might be more difficult to wring £70 out of this 
farm for the landlord in 1791 than it ifi now to pay him £100 
more. However this may be, Burns now only waited for a some- 
what better appointment in the Excise to throw up his ungrateful 
acres.* 

1 In a convenation I had with Mr Kirkpatridc, the present tenant, in June 1850:, 
he spoke of the farm as one which would be » pretty good bargain at £14o, even 
under the new prospects of British agriculture. The land has been much improT«< 
tince Bnns'k time, but ttUl is not of first^fate quaUlgr. 
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Wb third versified epistle to Mr Graham, which if here placed 
in summer 1791, expresses, though hintingly, the eager wishes of 
the poet for such an appointment, and at length, by the kindness 
of that gentleman, it was obtained towards the dose of the 
year. He had expected, as we have seen, a supervisorship ; but 
this was to remain a hope deferred. The arrangement was that 
Bums should perform duty in Dumfries as an ordinary exciseman, 
and enjoy a salary of £70 per annum. This was an advance 
of £20 upon his Ellisland income, and as he did not now 
require to keep a horse, the advantage must be reckoned at 
a still higher sum. However this was, Bums considered himself 
as for the meantime independent of the farm. The income was 
indeed a small one, and it was something of a declension to be 
the common exciseman only ; but hope at this time made up for 
all — he was led to expect an advance in the service which, though 
increasing his toils, would put him comparatively at ease in his 
circumstances. On this occasion he composed his 

POUBTH EPISTLE TO MR GR^HAK OF FINTRT. 

I call no goddess to inspire my strains, 
A foUed muse may suit a bard that feigns ; 
llViend of my life 1 my ardent spirit bums, - 
And all the tribute of my heart retums^ 
For boons accorded, goodness ever new^ 
The gift still dearer, as the giver, you. 

Thou orb of day f thou other paler light ! 
And all ye many sparkling stars of night ; 
If aught that giver from my mind efface. 
If I that giver's bounty e*er disgrace ; 
Then roll to me, along your wandering spherefl^ 
Only to number out a villain's years I 

As a first step, he had to get Ellisland taken off his hands by 
Mr Miller. It had pleased Heaven to bring these two remarkable 
men into a sort of friendship, but to * decrease it upon better 
acquaintance.* Bums quickly found that Mr Miller's relation to 
him was that of the Mtron : he expected deference, and when 
Bums would not submirto such terms, the landlord and his gifted 
tenant became comparatively estranged. Yet there is no evidence 
of Mr Miller having ever acted otherwise than generously and 
leniently with Bums, or of Bums having ever acted ungratefully 
or with open disrespect towards Mr Miller. When the crisis 
arrived which caused the poet to wish to part with the farm, the 
landlord was fortunately in such circumstances at to render him 
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more tlia& wining to tako back the lease. A iie%hfooar, Mt 
Morine, was willing to prax^hase for £2000 what Bums could not 
profitably lease at £70. Mr MiUer was not unwilling to part on 
such terms with a piece of his property, which was awkwardly 
detached from the rest by the river. Accordingly, on the 19th 
Noyember, Mr Morine became proprietor of ' the forty-shilling or 
three^merk land of old extent of EUisland,* and Bums at the same 
time renounced his concern in the ground. He soon after sold off 
his stock and implements, and taking a small house in Dumfries, 
moved thither with his family and his furniture — ^ leaving nothing 
at Fillisland,* says AUan Cunningham, ^ but a putting-stone with 
which he had loved to exercise his strength, a memory of his 
musings which can never die, and £300 of his money sunk 
beyond redemption in a speculation from which all had augured 
happiness.* 
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DirMPKIES: 

Decbmbbb 1791— JtJLY 1796. 



Jt must have been a sad change to the poet and his iainfly, 
when, leaving the beautiful knolls and haughs of Ellisland, and all 
the rough comforts of a fiftrm, they had to take up their residence 
IB the first floor of a small house in the ' Wee' Yennel of 
Dumfries, where the father no longer saw the sun rise over the 
beantiful river, the little ones had no longer the gowaned sod to 
sport over, and the mother found that every article of household 
necessity had to be purchased. How light, however, would pres^it 
inccmveniences have appeared, if any of the group could have 
known that they had ti^en the first but dedsive step towards the 
tragic conclusion which stretched this noble poet on his deathbed 
less than five yoars after 1 

Dumfries is a compact and rather elegant small town, situated 
cm the Nith at the point where it becomes navigable. The 
environs are generally beautiful ; one spot particularly so, where 
the ruins of Lincluden Church adorn the peninsula between the 
Kith and its tributary the Cluden. The ciu*se of country towns 
b the partial and entire idleness of large classes of the inhabitants. 
There is always a dnst^ of men Hying on competencies, and a 
'greats: numb^ of tradesmen whose, shop -duties do not occupy 
half their time. Till a very recent period, dissipation in greater ^ 
or less intensity was the rule and not the exception amongst 
these men ; and in Dumfries^ sixty years ago, this rule held good. 
In those days taivem enjoyments were in vogue among men who 
do not now enter a public place of entertaimnent once in a ^ 
twelvemonth. The weary waste of spirits and energy at these 
soakii^ evening meetings was deploraUe. Insipid toasts, petty 
raillery, empty gabble about trivial occurreiMces, endless disputes 
on small questions of fact, where an ahnanao or a dictionary would 
have settled idl, these, reUeved by a soag when it was to be had^ 
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fermed tbe fliaple of convivud liie m I remember it tn'soch i^aoet 
in my own youpger days. It was a life without progress, or 
profit, or any gleam of a tendency to moral elevation. The only 
redemption t<f he hoped for it was in such scintillations of wit 
and eloquence as a man like Bums cotdd give. For him, on the 
other hand, to 3o so was to sacrifice the bread of ang^ before 
blo<!ks and d<to. 

Boms came into this society a comparatively pare man, for 
though the contrary has been asserted, there is no evidence that 
he had as yet acquired over-convivial habits. His own inclination 
was to shun rather than to court the bacchanalian revel, and 
there was a literal truth in what he told the Countess of Glen- 
cairn as to bringing his punch-bowl from its dusty comer on her 
ladyship's birthday. Bums, however, does not seem ever to 
have aimed at systematically resisting the temptations of convivial 
society. He yielded to them when they came, and it depended 
• on the frequency of occasion or opportunity whether he was to be 
much or little in mwry company. Now that he w«» thrown into 
Dumfries, it was of course to be leared that he would become 
much more a victim to such indulgences than formerly. 

The removal to Dumfries was a crisis in the £ftte of Bums ia 
another respect. In the earlier years of the French Revolution, 
it does not appear that our poet felt much interest in that 
agitating subject; nor do we observe any traces of political 
liberalism in his writings or conduct up to the latter part of 17^. 
In this respect he was not different from the great bulk of British 
society, for certainly till the publication of !l^ke^s pamphlet the 
proceedings of the patriotic party in France had excited nmch 
less attention than might have been expected. There were as yet 
no democratic publications, no ultra-reforming societies. The 
active sympathisers were a small party of inteltigent men, diiefly 
connected with the dissenting bodies. It was only now that the 
violent arrogations of the democratic party in the Legislative 
Assembly of France began to be viewed with any serious uneasiness 
by the English government. Men of rank and state could not but 
sympathise with the unfortunate Louis, whom his subjects kept 
in an honourable, but perilous captivity. Sober men b^an to 
fear that the new rSgime was not to settle to quiet or sober coarses. 
On the other hand, the more ardent minds were loath to see 
danger. It is at this crisis that we find the mind of Bums 
beginning to kindle to French politics. Formerly ill afiocted, 
though in no serious way, to the Brunswick dynasty, it was with 
liim, as with many other Jacobites, a simple change in the fbrm of 
opposition to take up with the doctrines which were now a subjoot 
of alarm to the Eiq;liiih and all other reigning fiudUieft. Kot that 
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he woiild lunre readily sanctioned anj violent changes in ike 
eonstitntion of his country — such things were not generally 
thought of— but his sympathies were certainly with the patriots 
in fVance, as against their own sovereign and the powers 
proposing to replace him in fuU authority. 

These are general observations which come in' suitably at this 
place; but it is not inunediately that their application appears. 



TO MR AINSLIE. 

Mt dbar Ainslib — Can you minister to a mind diseased f- 
you, amid the horrors of penitence, regret, remorse, headache, 
nausea, and all the rest of the hounds of hell, that beset a poor 
wretch who has been guilty of the sin of drunkenness — ean you 
speak peace to a troubled soul ? 

- Mis^aUe perdu that I am ! I have tried everything that used to 
smuse me^ but in vain : here must I sit, a monument* of the 
▼migeanee laid up in store for the wicked, slowly counting every 
ohick of the clock as it slowly, slowly numbers over these lazy 
scoundrels of hours, who, * * ♦ *^ are ranked up before me, 
every (me following his neighbour, and every one with a burden of 
anguish on his back, to pour on my devoted head— and there is 
none to pity me. My wife scolds me, my business Umnents me, and 
my sins come staring me in the face, every one telling a more 
bitter tale than his fellow. * * I began JElibanka and JEHkraeSf 
but the stanzas fell unenjoyed and unfinished from my litUeas 
tongue : at last I luckily thought of reading over an old letter of 
yours that lay by me in my book-case, and I felt something, for the 

first time since I opened my eyes, of pleasurable existence 

WeU — I begin to breathe a little since I began to write to you. flow 
-are you, and what are you doing! How goes law? Apropos, for 
connexion's sake, do not address to me supervisor, for that is an 
honour I cannot pretend to : I am on the list, as we call it, for a 
supervisor, and will be called out by and by to act as one ; but at 
present I am a simple gauger, though t'other day I got an appoint- 
ment to an excise division of £25 per annum better than the rest. 
"M-y present income, down money, is £70 per annum. 

I have one or two good fellows here whom you would be glad to 
know. B. B. 

We have bttt an obscure notice of a visit which Bums paid to 
Edinburgh in November of this year, being the last he ever made 
to that capital. Up to nearly this time Mrs M^Lehose had main> 
tained the nnforgivhig distance which she assumed after his final 
onion with JVan, notwithstanding his having sent her several 
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«xo«]p«tMy Mkea. Ae had ktdj imtten to him ki a atylf 
which dxew forth the following reply : — 



8TLTANDER TO CLABINDA. 

I HATifc received both jour last letters, madam, and ought, and 
would have answ^ed the first long ago. But on what subject shall 
I write you t How can you expect a correspondent should write 
you when you dedare that you mean to preserve his lett^v with a 
view, sooner or later, to expose them on the |»lloiy of d&rision and 
the rack of criticismt This is gagging me completely as to speaking 
the sentiments of my bosom; else, madam, I could peiitaps too truly 

* Join grief with grief^ and edio sigltt to thine ! * 

I have perused your most beautiful, but most pathetic poem; do not 
«^ me how often w with what emotions. You know that < I dare 
to tiUf but net to lie* Tour verses wrine the confession from my 
inmost soul, that — ^I will say it, expose it if you please — that I have^ 
more than once in my life, been the victim of a damning conjuncture 
of circumstances; and that to me you must be ever 

« Dear M the ligM that Tialts thoM s»d egret.* 

I have just, since I had yours, composed the foUowing atanzaUg 
Let me know your opinion of them : — 

Sweet Sensibility, how charming^ 

Thou, my frigid, canst truly tell ; 
But how Distress, with horrors armings 

Thou, alas I hast known too well ! 

Fairest Flower, behold the lily, 

Blooming in the sunny ray ; 
Let the bU^t Sweep o^er the valley. 

See it prostrate on the clay. 

Hear the wood-lark charm the forest, 

Telling o'er his little joys ; 
But, alas ! a prey the surest 

To each pirate of the skies. 

Dearly bought the hidden treasure 

Finer feelings can bestow : 
Cords that vibrate sweetest pleasure 

Thrill the deepest notes of wo. 



time, 



I have one other piece in your taste; but I have just a snatch of 



Now, however, the l&dy was approaching a critical passage of 
her own history, ^le had resolved, though with lanch he8itatio% 
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to accept an mvital|tti from her heartless hosbandy and join him 
in Jamaica. In tlflloftened feeling arising from the c<mtempla- 
ti^i of such a movement, she relented so far towards Bums as to 
admit him to a visit. What one would give to ^ow the par- 
ticulars of the interview I It took place on the 6th of December. 
That it gave occasion to an effusion of passionate feeling is 
stron^y hinted in a letter of the poet written a twelvemonth 
after. We may also hesitate little in reading as a record of the 
scene a series of lyrics, one of which is amongst the most earnest 
and arresting expressi<m8 of mtense feeling ever composed in 
rene. He idso addressed several letters to the lady. 



TO CLARINDA. 

LsADHiLLs, Thundap noottt [Dee. 11, 1701>] 
> rAFTBB transcribing the Lament of Mary Queen of Scots, he adds] 
-—Such, my dearest Olarinda, were the words ef the amiable but 
unfortunate Mary. Misfortune seems to take a peculiar pleasure in 
darting her arrows against * honest men and bonny huraes.' Of this 
you are too, too just a proof; but may your future fate be a bright 
•zeeptton to the remark. In the words of Hamlet — 
* Adien, adieu, adieu I Bemember meb' 

Stlvaitdsb. 
to clabinda. 

DuMFRUBs, ilBth Dee, 1791^] 
1 HAVB some merit, my ever dearest of women, in attracting and 
•ecuring the heart of Glarinda. In her I met with the most 
aeeomplished of all womankind, the first of all God'a works; and 
yet I, even I, had the good-fortune to appear amiable in her sight. 

By the by, this is the sixth letter ^at I have written you since I 
left you ; and if you were an ordinary being, as you are a creature 
very extraordinary — an instance of what God Almighty in the 
plenitude of his power and the fulness of his goodness can make I — 
I would never forgive you for not answering my letters. 

I have sent your hur, a part of the parcel you gave me, with a 
measure, to Mr Bruce the jeweller in I^ces Street, to get a ring 
done for me. I have likewise sent in the verses On SeHaihUUyp 
altered to ,^ 

* Benslbiliiy how charmixig, 

Dearest Naiu^, thou canBt tell,' &0. 

to the editor of the Scots Songs, of which you have three volwnes, to 
set to a most beautiful air — out of compliment to the fint of womeSy 
my ever-beloved, my ever-sacred Clarinda. I shall probably write 
you to-morrow. In the meantime, from a man who is literally 
drunk, accept and fbrgive! B% B* 
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TO GLARIKDA. ^ 

DcjMPRiKS, tfth December 1791. 
I BATE yours, mj ever-dearest madam, this moment. I kave just 
ten minutes before the post goes, and these I shall employ m sending 
you some songs I have just been composing to different tunes for 
iiie CoUecUon of Songe^ of which you have three volumes, and of 
which you shall have the fourth. 

SONG. 

Tmra— Aory IkOFt Part 

Ae fbnd kiss, and then we sever I 

Ae fiu^weel, and then for ever! 

Deep in heart-wrung tears I'll pledge tiieo^ 

Warring sighs and groans 1*11 wage thee. 

Who riiall say that Fortune grieves him. 
While the star of hope she l^ves him } 
Me, nae cheerful twinkle lights me; 
Dark despair around benights me. 

Ill ne*er blame my partial fiuicy, 
Naething could resist my Nancy: 
But to see her was to love her; 
Love but her, and love for ever* 

Had we never loved sae kindly, 
Had we never loved sae blindly I 
Never met— or never pioted, 
We had ne'er been Inroken-hearted. 

Fare-thee^weel, thou first and feurest I 
Fare-thee-weel, thou best and dearest ! 
Thine be ilka joy and treasure. 
Peace, Enjoyment, Love, and Pleasure I 

Ae fond kiss, and then we sever! 

Ae fareweel, alas! for ever! 

Deep in heart-wrung tears I'H pledge thee, 

Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee. 

80NO. 
To an old Scott l^mc 

Behold the hour, the boat, arrive! 

My dearest Nancy, O fareweel ! 
6ev^«d frae thee, can I survive, 

I'nie thee wbom I hie loved sae weell 
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EndfeM and de^ skall be my grief; 

Hae raj o' cooifoit shall I see; 
But this most precious, dear belief I 

That thou wilt still remember me. 

Alang the solitary shore, 

Where fleeting sea-fowl roand me cry. 
Across the rolling, dashing roar, 

I'll westward turn my wistful eye. . 

Happy, thou Indian grove, I'll say, 

Where now my Kancy's path shall be ! 
While tlnrcmgh your sweets she holds her way» 

O tell me, does she muse on me I 



BONO. 
3b a charming pUtitUive Scots Ait, 

Ance mair I hail thee, thou gloomy December t 
Ance mair I hail thee wi' sorrow and care : 

Sad was the parting thou mak'st me remember. 
Parting wi' Nancy, oh, ne*er to meet mair! 

Fond lovers' parting is sweet, painful pleasure^ 
Hope beaming mild on the soft parting hour; 

But the dire feeline, oh|-£arewell for ever! 
Anguish unmingled and agony pure ! 

Ue rest of tlus song is on the wheels. 

Adieu. Adieu. 

Sylvakdsu 

The poet lAenrards added the following verses: — 

Wild as the winter now tearing the forest| 
Till the last leaf o* the summer is flown, 

Such is the tempest has shaken my bosom. 
Since my last hope and last comfort is gone ! 

sun as I hail thee, thou gloomy December, 
Still shall I hail thee wi* sorrow and care ; 

For sad was the parting thou mak'st me remember. 
Parting wi' Nancy, oh, ne'er to meet mairl 

The song to the air Eory DalTa Port is the remarkable expres- 
BiOn of passion above alluded to. The fourth stanza Byron put at 
the head of his poem, The Bride o/Abydoe, Scott has remarked 
that that verse is worth a thousand romances ; and Mrs Jameson 
lias dbg^atHXj said that not only are these lines what Scott saysi 
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^bnt in theibselyet a complete aromailee. Th«y «re/ «lie ad£b, 
* the alpha and omega of feeling, and ccMitain the essence of an 
existence of pun and pleasfure distilled Into one fovonii^ drop.* 

On the 25th of January 1792) Mrs M^Lehose wvote a friendlj 
letter to Boms, bidding him farewell in anticipation of her 
immediate departure for Jamaica. She says: *Seek. God's 
favour, keep his commandments, be solicitous to prepare for a 
happy eternity. There I trust we will meet in never-ending 
bliss t* She sailed in February in that vessel, the Moselle^ ha 
which Bums intended to have left his comitry a few yeu-s before. 

One of the final meetings of Burns and Clarinda is believed to 
be the subject-matter of the following song, which, however, most 
be regarded as a poetical rather than historical recital: — 



O MAT, THY MORN. 

O May, thy mom was ne*er so sweet 

As the mirk night o* December, 
For sparkling was the rosy wine, 

And secret was the chamber ; 
And dear was she I darena name^ 

Biit I will aye remember : 
And dear was she I darena name^ 

Bat I will aye remember. 

And here's to them that like ourseP 

Can push about the jomm; 
And hcnre*s to them that wish us weel. 

May a* that's gude watch o'er them! 
And hwe's to them we darena name, 

The dearest o* the quorum : 
And here's to them we darena tell, 

The dearest o* the quorum. 

These lyrics could not have been written without an earnest, 
however temporary and transient feeling on the part of the author; 
yet we conceive it would be a great mistake to accept them as a 
lit^^ expression of the particular passion in which they Origi- 
nated, or a description of incidents to wliich that passion gave rise. 
We ought to make a considerable allowance for the extent to 
which the poet's mind is actuated by mere considerations of art 
and the desire of effect. In one there is a levity; and in others a 
tincture of meiier^ which are alike incompatible with our notiomi 
of this sentimental attachment. The Ae Fond Kiss appears in a 
dtfSerent H|^t, The tragic tale seems there concentra^d in a 
wild gush of doqieiioa direct flawm the poet's heart. 
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In the eoune of the eiumlng sommer, while Mrs M^Lehose was 
absent in the West Indies, the poet's feelings subsided into a 
comparative calm, and he then composed the Allowing beautiful 
pastoral : — * 

MT NANNIE 'S AWA. 

Now in her green mantle blithe nature arrays. 
And listens the lambkins that bleat o'er the brassy 
While birds warble welcome in ilka green shaw ; 
But to me it's delightless — my Nannie's awa. 

The snawdrap and primrose our woodlands adorn^ 
And violets bathe in the weet o' the mom ; 
They pain my sad bosom, sae sweetly they blaw, 
They mind me o' Nannie— and Nannie's awa. 

Thou laverock that springs frae the dews of the lawn. 
The shepherd to warn o' the gray-breaking down ; 
And thou mellow mavis that hails the night &', 
Give over for pity— my Nannie's awa. 

Come antumn, sae pensive, in yellow and gray. 
And soothe me with tidings o' nature's decay: 
The dark dreary winter and wild driving snaw 
Alane can delight me— now Nannie's awat 

Throwing himself sympathetically into the circnmstances of 
the unhi^py lady, he at the same time gave expression to her 
supposed feelings in seeking a reunion with her aberrant husi* 
band:-^ 

WANDERING WILLIE. 

Here awa, there awa^ wandering Willie, 

Now tired with wandering, baud awa hame ; 

Come to my bosom, my ae only dearie. 
And tell me thou bring'st me my Willie the same. 

Loud blew the cauld winter winds at our parting; 

It wasna the blast brought the tear in my ee : 
Now welcome the simmer, and welcome my Willie^ 

The simmer to nature, my Willie to me. 

Te hurricanes, rest in the cave o' your slumbers I 
O how your wild horrors a lover alarms ! 

Awaken ye breezes ! blow gently, ye billows ! 
And waft my dear laddie ance mair to my arms. 

in. K . 
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Bui if ho's forgotten his futkfidlest Nannie^ 

O still flow between us, thou wide-roaring main; 

May I never see it^ may I never trow it, 

But^ dying, believe that my Willie *s my ain!^ 

It will be found that Bums afterwards made some alterations 
on the above song. 

In a letter to Mr Cunningham, dated June 11, 1791, we have 
seen Bums expressing himself warmly in behalf of his friend Mr 
Clarke, the teacher at Mo£^, whom he regarded as suffering an 
unworthy persecution. He appears in the interval to have been 
continuing to exert himself in behalf of Mr Clarke. , 



TO MR JAMES C[LAItKE], MOFFAT. 

DvMFjim, lOth Jatmanf VJ9L 

I received yours this mom^it, my dear sir. I sup with Captain 

Riddel in town te-night, else I had gone to Carse directly.' Courage^ 

mon ami! The day may after all be yours; but at anyrate, there 

is other air to breathe than that of Moffat, pesUferously tainted as 

it is with the breath of that arch- scoundrel, J There are 

two quotations from two poets which, in situations such as yours^ 
were congenial to my soul. Thomson says — 

* What proves the hero truly great, 
Li never, never to doBpair.* 

And Dr Young— 

« On Reason bufld Resohre, 

That oolman of true nuHJesty in man.' 

To-morrow you shall know the result of my consultation with 
Captain Biddel. Yours, B. B. 

In the more elevated society of Dumfries, into which Bums 
bad, as usual, been invited, he found a young married lady of no 
common character. Maria Woodley was the daughter of a 
governor of Berbice, and had been married at a very early age to 

> This scmg appears to have had a prototype in an old one of whi<A two stantss 
have been preserved i-^ 

Here awa, thore awa, here awa, Willie, 

H^re awa, there awa, here awa hame ; 
Lang have I sought thee, dear have I bought thee. 

Now i hae gotten my WilUe again. 

Through the lang muir I have followed my Willie, 

Through the lang muir I have followed him haine. 
Whatever betide us nought shall divide us, 
, Love now rewards all my sorrow and pain. 

• Doubtlest to make totswit tor hit Mmid on ■(«• point bioii|(bt uate kls 
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Mr WaHer RMdi^ a younger brotber of Glenriddel, poMessed o£ 
an estate in Antigua^ but who bad lately returned to bis native 
country to enjoy the fruits of fortune. About four miles to the 
•outb of Dumfnes stands a handsome mansion surrounded with a 
small estate ; originally, under the name of the Holm, it was the 
rural retreat of the eminent advocate Andrew Crosbie, who has 
been generally reputed as the prototype of Counsellor Pleydell in 
Giiy Mannering. Afterwards it was bought by a gentleman named 
Goldie,who called it Goldielea, after his own name and that of his 
wife — Leigh — a descendant of the elder branch of that distinguished 
English family. Mr Hiddel, purchasing the place from Mr Goldie, 
named it Woodley Eark, after the name of Ju8 wife ; and so it con« 
tinned to be called till, by the non-payment of the purchase- 
money, it reverted to Mr Goldie, and regained its former appella- 
tion of Goldielea, by which it is now recognised. The lady, who 
was as yet under twenty, though already a mother, pbssessed 
beauty, abilities, and accomplishments; was a little of an esprit fort ^ 
had a taste for literature and natural history ; and delighted in the 
society of men of talent. The vivid genius of Bums instantly 
attracted her, and he became a freqpient visitor at Woodley Park. 
There he found a fine library, comprising not only English litera- 
ture, but choice examples of that of France and Italy, with which 
the fair proprietress was willing to make him acquainted. She 
was a writer of verses herself— at first sight an alarming fact for a 
literary visitor ; but it happened that Mrs Riddel's poetry .was £ur 
above mediocrity, and that she had too much good sense to aMqw 
it to become an annoyance to her ftiends. On the whole, then, 
Woodley Park was a most fascinating retreat for our susceptible 
bard. Nor does it appear that he was treated by either the lady 
or her husband in a patronising way, but, on the contrary, on a 
footing of equality, for the eldest son of the bard has a recollec- 
tion of Mrs Riddel occasionally making friendly calls at his 
father's house in Dumfries. 

Mrs Riddel had already a little literary scheme of her own in 
view, and wished to consult competent persons on the subject. 
It was not, however, of a poetical nature, and^ therefore she does 
not seem to have explained it to Bums. As it embraced, in an 
account of a voyage to Madeira and the Leeward Isles, some 
sketches of natiuid hbtory, she seems to have thought that 
Bums's friend Smellie would be a good adviser respecting her 
scheme. She asked the poet for an introduction. The idea 
seems to have been startling to the bard. To present a beau- 
tiful, young, accomplished woman of fashion to the hirsute, rough* 
spoken old naturalist, who called him Robbie^ and perhaps never 
BDade * bow in bit life to man or iraman^how was it to be 
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accomplished ! The irnj in wludi BmiB, after all, petfcttined ther 
duty, is very amoBhig : 

TO MR WIIJ.UX SMUiUS, PRIIfTBR. 

I sra down, my dear eb, to iniroduce a yaung lady to you, and a 
lady in the fint ranks of fashion too. What a tadct to you>-who 
oare no more for the herd of animals called young ladies, than yon 
do for the herd of animals called young gentlemen. To you — who 
despise and detest the groupings and comhiaations of Fashion, as an 
idiot painter that seems industrious to plape staring fools and 
unprincipled knaves in the foreground of his picture, while men of 
sense and honesty are too often thrown in the dimmest shades. Mrs 
Riddel, who will take this letter to town with her, and send it to 
you, is a character that, oTcn in your own way, as a naturalist and 
a philosopher, would be an acquisition to your acquaintance. GHia 
lady, too, is a votary to the Muses ; and as I think myself, somewhai 
of a judge in my own trade, I assure you that her verses, always 
correct, and often elegant| are much beyond the common run of the 
ladp-^>0€t€Me8 of the day. She is a great admirer of your book ;i 
Aiid hearing me say that I was acquainted with you, she begged to 
be known to you, as she is just going to pay her first visit to Our 
Caledonian capital. I told her that her best way was to desire her 
near relation, and your intimate friend, Craigdarrocfa, to have yon 
at his house while she was there ; and lest you might think of a 
fively West Indian girl of eighteen, as gtris of eighteen too often 
deserve to be thought of, I should take care to remove that prejudice: 
¥o be impartial, however, in appreciating the lady's merits, she ha» 
one unlaoky fSsning-— a failing whieh yen will eaaUy discover, as she 
seems rather j^oMed with iiidalging in it>-and a failing that yoa 
will easily pardon, as it is a sin which very much besets yourself — 
where she dislikes or de^)ises,.she is apt to make no more a secret 
of it than where |he esteems and respects. 

I will not present you with the unmeaning oomplimenta qf the 
seaeonf but I will send you my warmest wishes and most ardent 
prayers, that Fortune may never throw your subsistbnce to the 
mercy of a knatb, or set your charactbb on the judgment of a 
FOOL ; but that, upright and erect, you may walk to an honest grave, 
where men of letters riudl say: * Here lies a man who did honour to 
science,' and men of worth diall say : * Here lies a man who did honour 
to human nature^' ^B. 



TO XE PBTBR HILL. 

DvHPRixs, SIh FA. 1791 
Mt PEAR Friend— I send vou by the bearer, Mr Clarke, a parti- 
cular friend of mine^ six pounds and a shilling, which you will dispose 
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of as foQows : — fiye pounds ten shillings per account I owe Mr 
E. Bum, architect^ for erecting the stone over the grave of poor 
Fergusson. He was two years in erecting it after I had commissioned 
him for it» and I have heen two years in paying him, after he sent 
me his account ; so he and I are quits. He had the hardiesse to ask 
me interest on the sum ; hut, considering tba^ the money was due 
by one poet for putting a tombstone over another, he may, with 
grateful surprise, thank Heaven that he ever saw a farthing of it 

With the remainder of the money pay yourself for the Office of 
a Messenger, that I bought of yOu ; and send me by Mr Clarke a note 
of its price. Send me likewise the fifth volume of the Observer by 
Mr Clarke ; and if any money remain, let it stand to account. 

My best compliments to Mrs Hill. 

I sent yon a niaukin [hare] by last week's fly, which I hope you 
received. Yours, most sincerely, 11. B. 

The account here spoken of has been preserved and copied* 
The following is a literal transcript : — 

Mr Bobxrt Burns 

2b J. ^ 9. BoR*. 
June 23, 1789. 

64 Feet Polished Craigleith Stone for a Headstone for Robot ) ^a 14 a 

FergusBon, at Is. / 

la Feet 8 indMBdUe Base Moulding, at Is. Sd. . . . 16 

4 Lai^ Iron Cramps, . « .a^. •• . OS 10 

8 Stones to set the base on» at Is. S 

3S0 Letters on da at 88 15 8 

Lead, and setting up Ditto, 5 

Gravediggers' dues, ........ 050 

Mr Kobert Bum, in the letter accompanying the aopoont, 
addressed the poet with the familiarity of an acquaintance. After 
apologising for the delay that had taken place in erecting the 
stone, he facetiously says : * I shall be happy to receive orders of 
a like nature for as many more of your friends that have gone 
hence as you please.'^ 

It was probably about this time that Bums inscribed the 
following lines in a copy of The World, from which they have 
been copied :•— 

I^-fated genius 1 Heaven-taught Fergusson I 

What heart that feels and will not yield a tear, 
To think life's sun did set ere well begun 

To shed its influence on thy bright career. 
O why should truest worth and genius pine, 

Beneath the iron grasp of Want and Wo, 
While titled knaves and idiot greatness shine 

In all the splendour Fortune can bestow ! 

1 OMkNMn'f JAvvwiiie, Nov. IttS. 
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TO MRJAMBS C[LARKB], MOFFAT. 

DvMFMBs, 17A Aft. 17M: 
Mr DEAR Sir — ^If this finds yon at Mofiat, or as soon as it finds 
you at Moffat, yon must without delay wait on Mr Riddel, as he ha« 
been very kindly thinking of you in an affair that has occurred of a 
clerk*s place in Manchester, which, if your hopes are desperate in 
your present business, he proposes procuring for you. I know your 
gratitude for past, as well as hopes of future favours mU. induce you 
to pay every attention to Glenriddei's wishes ; as he is ftUnost the 
only, and undoubtedly the best friend that your unlucky fate has 
left you. 

Apropos, I just now hear that you have beat your foes, every tail 
hoUow. Hu2za! Jo triumphe! Wc Riddel, who is at my elbow, sayb 
that if it is so, he begs that you will wait on him directly, and I 
know you are too good a man not to pay your respects to yoor 
saviour. Toun^ R. B. 

A letter written at this time to William Nicol explains itself as 
drawn forth by an epistle of reproachful advice to the poet: 



TO ICR WILLIAM NICOL. 

tN% February I79S. 

O THOU, Wisest among the wis^ meridian blaze of prudence, full- 
noon of dkcretion, and chief of many counsellors I How infinitely is 
^ puddle -headed, rattle-headed, wrong-headed, round* headed 
slave indebted to thy sup^reminent goodness, that from the luminous 
path of thy own right-lined rectitude, thou lookest benignly down 
on an erring wretch, of whom the zig-zag wanderings defy all the 
powers of calculation, from the simple copulation of units up to 
the hidden mysteries of fluxions 1 May one feeble ray of that light 
of wisdom which darts from thy sensorium, straight as the arrow of 
heaven, and bright as the meteor of in^iration, may it be my portion, 
80 that I may be less unworthy of the face and fiftvoiff et that &ther 
of proverbs and master of maxims, that antipode of folly and 
magnet anong the sages^-the wise and witty Willie Niool ! Amen I 
Amen t Tea, so be it ! 

For me! I am a beast, a reptile, and know nothing! From the 
cave of my ignorance, amid the fogs of my dulness, and pestilential 
fumes of my political heresies, I look up to thee, as doth a toad 
through the iron -barred lucerne of a pestiferous dungeon, to the 
cloudless glory of a summer sun ! Sorely sighing in bitterness of 
soul, I say, when shall my name be the quotation of the wise, and 
my countenance be the delight of the godly, like the illustrious lord 
Of Xaggan*8 many £illsl As lor haOf his worics are perfects 
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ttmesr did the pen of calsoniiy blur the lair page of hif raputatioi^ 
lioT the bolt of hatred fly at his dwelling. 

Thou mirror of purity, when shall the elfin lamp of my glimmerous 
understanding, purged from sensual appetites and gross desires, shine 
like thd constellation of thy intellectual powers I As for thee, thy 
thoughts are pure, and thy lipaare holy. Never did the unhallowed 
breath of the powers of darkness a^d the pleasures of darkness 
pollute the sacred flame, of thy sky -descended and heaven -bound 
desires ; never did . the vapours of impurity stain the . unclouded 
serene of thy cerulean imagination. O that like thine were the 
tenor of my life^ like thine the tenor of my conversation ! — then 
should no friend fear for my strength, no enemy rejoice in my 
weakness ! Then should I lie down and rise up, and none to make 
me afraid. May thy pity and thy prayer be exercised for, O tliou 
lamp of wisdom and mirror of morality I thy devoted slave, 

R. B. 

A few days after the date of the last letter occurred one of the 
most remarkable events in the life of Burns. It may be related 
in the words of Mr Lockhart, who constructed this part of Lis 
work from original and authoritative documents : — 

* At that period [1792] a great deal of contraband traffic, chiefly 
from the Isle of Man, was gomg on along the coasts of Galloway 
and Ayrshire, and the whole of the revenue-officers from Gretna 
to Dumfries were placed under the orders of a superintendent 
residing in Annan, who exerted himself zealously in intercepting 
the descent of the smugging vessels. On the 27th of February, a 
suspicious-looking brig was discovered in the Solway Firth, and 
Bums was one of the party whom the superintendent conducted 
to watch her motions. She got into shallow water the day 
afterwards, and the officers were enabled to discover that her crew 
were numerous, armed, and not likely to yield without a struggle. 
Lewars,. a brother exciseman, an intimate friend of our poet, was 
accordingly sent to Dumfries for a guard of dragoona; the 
superintendent himself^ Mr Crawford, proceeded on a similar 
errand to Ecclefechan, and Bums was left with some men under 
his orders, to watch the brig, and prevmt landing or escape. From^ 
the private journal of one of the excisemen — now in my hands— -it 
appears that Bums msmifested considerable impatience while thus 
occupied, being left for many hours in a wet salt-marsh, with a 
force which he knew to be inadequate to the purpose it was meant 
to fulfil. One of his comrades hearing him abuse his friend 
Lewars in particular, for being slow about his journey, the man 
answered that he' also wished the devil had him for his pams, and 
"that Buntf in the meantime would do .well to indite a song upon 
Ike dng^ard ; Buras said nothing; but aft^ taking, a few atridca 
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by himself among^the reeds and shiiigle> n^oined hiS' pii^y < 
chanted to them the well-known ditty — 



THE DEIL'S AWA WI' THE EXCISEMAN. 

[ToNB— jTlkc Looking-fflast, 

The deil cam fiddling through the town. 

And danced awa wi' the Exciseman^ 

And ilka wife criee: ' Ai:dd Mahonn, 

I wish yon luck 0' the prize man 1' 

The deil's awa, the deil*8 awa, 

The deil's awa wi' the Exciaeman ; 
He's danced aw% he's danced awa. 
He's danced awa wf the Excisenuml 

Well mak our maut, weTl hrew our drink, 
Well dance, and sing, and rejoice, man; 
And mony braw thanks to the meikle black deil 
That danced awa wi' the Exciseman. 
The deil's awa, the deil's awa. 

The deil's awa wi' the. Exciseman; 
He*s danced awa, he's danced awa, 
He's danced awa wi' the Excis^nani 

There's threesome reels, there's foursome reels^ 

There's hornpipes and strathspeys, man ; 
But the ae best dance e'er cam to the land 
"Was — the deil's awa wi' the Exciseman. 
The deil's awa, the deil's awa, 
The ddl's awa wi' the Exciseman ; 
. He's danced awa, he's danced awa, 

He's danced awa wi' the Exciewnan !] 

'Lewars arrived shortly «fter with his dragoons; and Buna, 
putting himself at their head, waded sword m hand to the brig^ 
and was the first to board her. The crew lost heart and submitted, 
though their numbers were greats than those of the assailing 
force. The vessel was condemned, and, with all her arms and 
stores, sold next day at Dumfries ; upon which occasion Bums, 
whose eondnct had been highly commended, thought fit to purchase 
four carronades by way of trophy.' 

Mr Lockhart goes on to say that the poet sent these guns as a 
present * to the French Ckmvention,' with a letter testifying his 
admiration and respect, and that the gift and letter were inter- 
eepted at the custom-house at Dover. 

The whole affiur was treated by Allan Cunningham as of a 
labuloiis charaoter; but it has be<|n substantiated ia ^ maia 
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pariicnlan' • bjr Mr .Toe^pli iMn, the^ ineoessor of Lewars aa 
supervisor at Dumfries, from the original diary of Mr Crawford; 
an account of the seizure and s^le of the vessel by Burns himself: 
and a document written by Lewars detailing the circumstance of 
Bums having pttrohased the four oarronades, and despatched them 
as a present to the French Convention. In the aale-catalt^ue, io 
Burns's handwriting, which Mr Train possesses, the poet liters 
himself as the purchaser of the four guns for £3A 

Some dotibt mayneverthelesB remain as to the gravity of Burnt *fe 
fault in his disposal Of the guns. Mr Lockhart says : * We were 
not, it is true, at war with France ; but every one knew and fek 
that we were to be so erelong; and nobody can pretend thai 
Burns was not guilty on this occasion of a most absurd and 
presumptuous breach of decorum.' 

With all proper deference, we do pretend at least to doubt^ if 
not entirely to deny, that the act of Bums was necessarily to b« 
held as a breach of decorum. A careful investigation of datea 
and attendant eurcumstances places the afiOstir in a light very 
different from that in which it is represented by Mr Lockhart. 
At the time when Bums purchased the four car^cmades, there waa 
no «uch body in e^tence as the French Convention. Such a body 
did come into being in the ensuing September ; but if^ Buroi 
delayed so long to send the guns, the fact should have been ascer- 
tained and distinctly stated, as a few months in a yeai;4iBtingttished 
by such a rapid course of events, and such extraordinary changea 
of public sentiment^ make all possible difference in the character* 
of the transaction. If^ as is likely, Buma sent the guns to Paris 
immediately on th^ being bought (for what other purpose co^ild 
he have made such a purchase ?), he nrast have addressed them to 
the Legi^ative Assei/nblf — a body which had as yet done nothing 
to forfeit the respect of worthy Englishmen, which was at this 
moment supportkig a ministry of the Constitutional party wround 
Louis XVI., ahd holding forth ev^ demonstration of pacific 
feeling towards England. On the 28th of Felaruvy 1792, it was 
less than a month from the time when George III. opened parila- 
ment with little besides congratulations on the peace and internal 
pifosperity of the oountry. The three jxr eevUe. were above ninety- 
«a:, and expected to go up to par. Not a whisper had yet 
occurred of any proceedings of the British government with 
regard to the bad blood arising between France and the emperor 
of Germany. Not till August was the British ambas^or recalled 
from Paris ; not till the ensuing January -v^^as war protilaimed by 
England against France. Bums, in short, was entitled, at this 

t See these AoouSaente mor» particfidarly Eluded to in BlAoki^** ecUUfln of Buxm, 
r. ccxliii 



Digitized 



by Google 



particular mommit) ta tnake » MbMy demimstratioii tovarcb tb« 
French government, without necessarily being presumed to intend 
a breach of deooritm towards his own. It is true we are told 
that tlie authorities at Dover intercepted the guns; but we do- 
not know how long it was before they reached that place. In the 
state of conveyances at that time, it oould not be a very short 
^ime. If they were not there before the end of April— war having . 
then been proclaimed by the French against the emperor —the 
Britilli government might feel warranted in stopping the guns, 
cserely from a sense of the impropriety of sending even tliis small 
modicum of aid to a power which was arraying itself against one , 
of our alliea. Here it muai not be supposed that we are uifaware 
that the British court viewed the proceedings of the Legislative 
Assembly with dislike evto so early as February, M. de Perigord 
— afterwards so well known as Talleyrand— having then come to 
sound the English ministry as to their sentiments on the possible 
attack of the Fr«ich on the emperor*s Flemish domains, found 
himself slighted at the levee, and was passed by the queen in the 
drawing-room without notice. But these vere only premonitory 
symptoms of what was to follow. The esaential iaict of the case 
is, that the minutest daUy chronicles of the time bear no trace of 
an apprehension on the part of the public tha^ we were likely 
to become the enemies of France.^ If Bums, then, despatched 
these guns ^pon alter purchasing them, he may be said at the 
most to have committed, for a Scottish citizen and pubiic officer^ ' 
» somewhat eccentric action ; but he cannot be accused of an 
< absurd and presumptu6us breach of decorum;* nor does it • 
i|^>ear that his act was regarded in this Ught^by any person 
entitled to take notice of his conduct. 

One inference hitherto unnoted is to be made from his purchase 
of the four guns — ^that he possessed at this time a little spare 
moniay. Of this there are other symptoms, as his settling Hill^a 
account for books in December, and his soon after di^hargisg 
the debt for Fergusson^s tombstone. He afterwards made an 
acknowledgment to his brother Gilb^, that he had incurred 

1 A tewgltucdngB .from the newspaper! of tlie day wiU help iu V> set a «ig|it 
estimate oo the act.of Burns. 

In Ihe summer of 1791, a gentleman of Glasgow had oommunicated to Lafto^tte 
a plan for artillery carried by horses, and four guns «o mowated were in oonsequenea 
used by his treops with great effect at the battle of Maubeuge, June 9, 179S. 

In the latter part of January 1792, a subscription was opened at Glasgow * to aid 
the French in carrying on the war against the emigrant princes or an^ fbrelg« 
power by whom they may be attacked.' In the words of the pao^raph— * It is said 
that £1200 have ah«ady been subscribed.' ' 

In May 15th, it is stated as a report that sizteen saii of the Uae are tobe-fltfted 
out ; * but we do not beliera it* as we hop» our ministry are too larudent to 
ttiink of innaviaf this BaUoa in any disR«tes that may arise f^om the Frepch 
Revolution.' 
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«<«Eie debttf in egnwqii^fioe of <»rele88iiem about expense On hb 
comiiig to reside in Dum^es. Thus we see ihat Bums, 'when 
^le possessed any money ovw and above what was immediatdy 
required for subsistence, easily allowed it one way or another 
to slip through his hands. The small reversion of his farming 
scheme did not pronably survive his arrival in Dumfries many 
months. ' . 

An interval of some months elapses, during which we have no 
letters of Bums, nor any trace of his actions. It seems, however, 
to have been a cheerful period of his life. He is first found 
writing in July, on a trivial piece of business, to an Edinbuigh. 
musical friend ; — 

TO MR SJlMUEL CLARKE, EDOTBUROH. 

"Mil Burns 1>eg8 leave to present his most respectful complimente 
to Mr Clarke. Mr B. some time ago did himself the honour of 
writing Mr C. rei^>e6tiBg coming out to the country, to give a little 
musical instruction in a highly respectable &mily, where Mr C. may 
have his own terms, and may be as happy as indolenc^ the devil, and 
the gout will permit him. Mr B. knows well how Mr c' engi^ged with 
another family ; but cannot Mr C. find two or three weeira to spare 
to each of them I Mr B. is deeply impressed with, and awfully eon* 
seioius of, the high importance of Mr C.'s time, whether in the winged 
moments of symj^onious exhibitiony.at the keys of hatmony, while 
listening seraphs .cease their own less delightful strains ; or in the 
drowsy arms of slumberous repose, in the arms of his dearly-beloved 
elbow-chair, where the frowsy but potent power of indolence circum* 
foses ber vapours round, and sheds her dews on the head of het 
■ darling son. But half a line conveying half a meaning from Mr G. 
would make Mr B. the happiest of mortals. 



vo HRS DUiaoF. 

AvKAN Watb»-foot, SM JufitUt 17BS. 

Do net blame me for it» madam — ^my own ^sonscience, hackneyed 
and weather-beaten as it is, in watching and reproving my vagariefy 
follies, indolence, &c. has continued to punish me sufficiently. 

Do you think it possible, my dear and honoured friend, that I conl^ 
be so lost to gratitude for many favours, to esteem for much worth, 
and to the honest, kind, pleasurable tie of, now old acquaintance, and 
1 hope and am sure of progressive, increasing friendship— as for a 
single day, not to^ think of yeu— to ask the Fates what they are 
doing and about to do with my ttuck-loved friend «nd her w;ide* 
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i<iHw'adgcBnecti«i%ji»dlob6yrfUiwt»t)»«ldBdfeymia^ 
yontB M thej po»bly can ! 

Apropos ! — though how it i» B/pntpoB I have not leisiire to explaui 
' — do you know that I am almost in love with an acquaintance of 
jours t Almost ! said I— I am in love, souce over head and ears, 
deep as the most unfathomable abyss of the boundless ocean 1 — ^bui 
the word love, owing to the interminglethms of the good and the 
bad, the pure and the impure^ in this world, being rather an 
equivocal term for expressing one's sentiments and sensations, I 
most do justice to the sacred purity of my attachment. Know 
tkaDy that the heart-simdc awe; the distant humble approach; 
ik» del%^ we shonld kaye im gasing upon and listening to a roes* 
senger of Heaven, appearing in a& the unspotted purity of his 
celestial home, among the coarse, polluted, far inferior sons of men, 
to deliver to them tidings that make theif hearts swim in joy, and 
tlieir imaginations soar in transport— such, so delighting and so pure, 
were the emotions of my soul on meeting the other d&y with Miss ' 
Xealey BalUie^ your neighhou? at M[ayMd]. Mr B. with his two 
daughters, accompanied by Mr H. of G^ passing through Dumfries a 
few d^ys ago^ on Uieir way to Eogland, did me the honour of ealli^ 
on me ; on which I took my horso-^Uioi^h, God knows,! oOuld in 
spare Uio tim^Hmd aocompanied them fourteen or fifteen miles, and 
dined and sp8it the day with them. Twas about nine^ I think^ 
when I left th^n, aod.riding home, I composed the following balla4 
of which you will probaUy think yoa have a dear bargain, as it 
will cost yoa another groat of postage. Yea most know that tfiere 
is an old ballad beginning with— 

< My bonnle Lizzie Bafllie, 
I 'U Towe thee in my plaidie/ &c. 

80 I parodied it as follows, which is literally the first oopy^ *w^ 
anointed, unannealed,' as Hamlet says : — 



BONNIE LBSL£T. 

O saw ye bonnie Lesley, 

As she gaed ower the Border t 

She's gane, like Alexander, 
To spread her omquests farther. 

To see her is to love her. 
And love but her for ever i 

For nature made her what she is^ 
And never made anitiier ! 



Thou art a queen, fisur Lesley, 
^y subjects we, before thee ; 

Thou art divine^ lair Lesley, 
The hearts o* men adore thee. 
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The d^ he couldna scaith thee. 

Or aught that wad belang thee ; 
He M look into thy honnie face, 

And say, * I canna wrang thee ! ' 

The powers aboon will tent thee ; 
Misfortutie sha' na steer thee ; 
' ' Thou 'rt like themselyes sae lovely, 

That ill they'll ne'er let near thee. 

Ketum again, fiwr Lesley, 

Return to Caledonie ! 
That we, may brag, we hae a lass 

There 's nane again sae bonnie.i 

So much for ballads. I regret that you ate gone to the east 
country, as I am tb be in Ayrshire in about a fortnight. This world 
of ours, notwithstanding it has many good things in it, yet it has ever 
liad this curse — that two or three people, who would be the happier 
the oftener they met together, are, almost without exception, always 
so placed as never to meet but once or twice a y^ar, which, consider- 
ing the few years of a man's life, is a very great * evil under the sun,* 
which I do Aot recollect that Solomon has mentioned in his catalogue 
of the miseries of man. I hope and' believe that there is a state 
Of existence beyond the grave where the worthy of this life will 
renew their former intimacies, with this endearing addition — tliat 
*we meet to part no more.* 

'Tellu8,yedea4, ' 

"WW none of you in pity diaclose the secni, 
Wbat 'tk you «re» and we mvui ^OTtly bci?*< 

A thousand times have I made this apostrophe to the^ departed soni 
of men, but not one of them has ever thought fit to answer the 
question. '0 ih&t some courteous ghost would blab it out I' But it 
cannot be : you and I, my friend, must make the experiment by 
durselves and for ourselves. However^I am so convinced that ad 
unshaken faith in the doctrines of religion id not only necessary, 
by making us better men, but also by making us happier men, that 
I should take every care that your little godson, and every little 
creature that shall call me fkther, shall be taught them. 

So ends this heterogeneous letter, written at this wild place of 
the world, in the intervals of my labour of diacl^i^g a vessel of y^ 
rtam iirom Antigua. ' R.B^, 

^ MteLMeyBkiUto heeaxaa Mr^ Cuxxixnin^ of Logie^and died at Edinbui^, 
July 1843. 
* Blaiz'B 0raiw. 
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TO MB CtimiNeHAtf . 

DtTiirRiss, IQC^ S^^taRfter 17M. 

No! I will not attempt an i^pology. Amid all my hmrj of 
business, grinding the &ces of the publican and the sinner on the 
merciless wheels of the Excise ; making ballads^ and then drinking 
4M3d singing them ; and, over and above all, the correcting the press- 
work of two difibrent publications ;^ still, still I might have stolen five 
minutes to dedicate to one of the first of mj mend& and f^ow- 
creatures. % might have done, as I do at present, snatched an hour 
neiur * witching-time of nighty' and scrawled a p^ge or two. I might 
have congratulated my friend on his marriage;^ or I might have 
thanked the Caledonian archers for the honour they have done me ' 
(though, to do myself justice,! intended to have done both in rfayme^ 
else I had done both long ere now.) Well, then, here is to your 
good health !— for yon must know, I have set a nipperkin of toddy 
by me, just by way of spell, to keep away the meikle homed dea 
or any of his subaltern imps, who may be on their nightly rounds. 

But what shall I write to you t — * The voice said. Cry ;* and I said, 
• What shall I cry !' O thou spirit ! whatever thou art, or wherever' 
thou makest thyself visible I Be thou a bogle by the eerie side of aa 
anid thorn, in the dreary glen through which Uie herd-callan maun 
bicker in his gloamin route frae the fauld I Be thou a brownie, set^ 
at dead of night, to thy task by the blazing ingle, or in the solitary 
bam, where the repercussions of thy iron flail half affright thyself 
as thou performest the work of twenty of the sons of men, ere Uie 
cock-crowing summon thee to thy ample cog of substantial brose. 
B^ thou a. kelpie, haunting the ford or ferry in the starless nighty 
mixiBjg thy laughing yell with the howling of the stOrm and th* 
roaring of the flood, as thou viewest the perils and miseries of maa 
on the founderiog horse, or in the tumbling boat! Or, lastly, be thoa 
& ghost, paying thy nocturnal visits, to the hoary ruins of clec^yed 
grandeur ; or performing thy mystic rites in the shadow of the 
ttme-wom church, while the moon looks without a cloud on the 
silenl, ghastly dwellings of the dead around thee ; or taking thy 
#tand by the bedside of the villain, or the murderer, portraying on 
his dreaming fancy, pictures dreadful as the horrors of unveiled 
hell, and terrible as the wrath of incensed Deity j Come, thoa 
spirit, but not in these horrid forms ; come with the milder, gentle, 
easy inspirations which thou broathest round the wig of a prating. 

1 Mr Creech to Mr Cadell, June 18, 1792: ' I enclose a sheet of Boma's Fo&coh 
HOW going on , that you may have the plate in readiness. There will be fifty pagei 
of Additional poems to thlH edition.' 

The other work now in th^ course of b^ng <iorregted hy Boms as i^ p as s sA 
through the priss was probably Joknton^s Mtuicdl Mujsekm 

«*[Mairied] at Ediuburgh .April 13. 1792), Mr Alexandef Onnnjngham, writer, 
to MiM Agnes Moir, youngest daughter of the late Rev. Henry Moir, minister of 
tha gotpel at AuohbettodL'^SeoU Magazine. 

" The diploma sent by this honourable body to the poet k in possession of Us 
son, MajorX O. Bums. ' 



Digitized 



by Google 



«dvoo»te,or the iH^-i^ite of % tea-sipping gossip, wliile tiidr tongvM 
pun at the lighi-boxse gallop of dish-maclaver for ev^r and ever — come 
and assist a poor devil who is quite jaded in the attempt to share 
half an idea among half a hundred words ; to fill up four quwrto 
paces, while he has not got one single sentence ef recoUeetiony 
information, or remark, worth putting pen to paper for. ♦ ♦ • ♦ 
' Apropos, how do you like — I mean really like — ^the married life t 
Ah, my friend 1 matriniony is quite a different thing fh>m what yffOx 
love-siek youths tind sighing girls take it to be I But marriage, wo 
•jne told, is appointed by God, and I shall never quarrel wi£ any 
«f his iaatitiittons. I am a husband of older staading* tlian yiivt^ 
aod shall give you my ideas of the eonjugal state {m paasani; you 
know I am no Latinist ; is not conjugel derived ^m jufum^ a yoke I). 
Well, then, the scale of good Mrifeship I divide itito ten parts: 
Good-nature, four ; Go6d Sense, two ; Wit, one ; Personal Charm»^ 
namely, a sweet face, eloquent eyes, fine limbs, graceful carriage {I . 
would add a fine waist too, but that is soon spoilt, yon know), ail 
these, one ; as for the other qualities belonging to or attending on a 
wife, SBch as Fortune, Conneetions, Education (I mean educatioii 
iuLiraordinary), lamily blood, Jcc. divide the two remaining degrees 
among them as you please t only, remember that aU these minoir 
properties must be expressed hyfiuctioiMi for there is not any one 
o^ thffli, in the aforesaid scale, entitled to the dignity of an integer. 

As for the rest of my fancies and reveriesr-how I lately met with 
Hiss Lesley BaiUie, the most beautiful, elegant woman in the world 
— how I i^ccompanied her and her father's family fifteen miles on 
their, journey out of pure devotion, to admire the loveliness of the 
works of God, in such an unequalled display of them — how, in . 
gaHoping home at nighty I made a ballad on her, of which theto two 
stanzas make a part — 

* Thou, bonnie Lesley, art a qneen^ 

Thy subjects we before thee ; 
Thou, bonnie Lesley, art divine. 
The hearts o' naen adore thee. 

The very dml he conldna scathe 

Whatever waid belang thee] 
He 'djook into thy bonnie face. 

And sifty, ^ I canna wrang thee." ' 

Beh<dd aU these things are written in the chronicles of my imagina* 
iioiiy and ehall be read by the^ my dear friend^ and by thy h^ved 
fpoose, my other dear friend, at a more convenient seas on. 

SoWf to thee, «nd to thy before-designed 6oMiii-compaBie% he 
given the precious things brought forth by the sun^ and the precious 
things brought forth by the moon, and the benigiiest tafluesoes of 
the stars, and the living streams which fiOw from the fonntatns of 
fiflB^and by the tree of life, for ever and ever! Amen! K^ B» 
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Tke iSoobt Miaked Museum of Johnson WM tn^lgfnalljr te 
engraver's undertaking. The assistance of Burns unexpectedly 
made it an ample repertoi*/ of the Scottish music and songs, 
besides giving it the attractions of his own brilliant muse. It 
had also the benefit of the co-operation of Mr Samuel Clarke, the 
OI^g»nist^in harmonising the airs. It was, however, a wotJl of 
pUin i^ppearance, and scarcely suitable ia purity ^f taste Dor 
lefined s<M»ety. 

AboHI the time lit whieh we have now arrived, a emalifratendtif 
of musical amateurs in Edinbni^ had matured the design of a 
eoUeotion of the Scottish airS with poetry, tn a much more elegaidt 
form, under more rigid editorial care^ and with the noVel advantage 
of symphonies and accompaniments by the first musicians of 
the continent. The person chiefly concerned was Mr George 
Thomson, a man- somewhat above Burns's own age^ oiccupyihg 
the situation of clerk in the office.of the Board of Trustees for the 
Encouragement of Manufactures in Scotland. Another was the 
Honourable Andrew Er^kine, brother of the ifiusioal £atl of 
KelUe,' a wit and versifier well known ^in «ristocratic cinlM. 
The -former gentleman lived till February 18M in the poaseslMMi 
of all his faculties, not less in the enjoyment of his favonfite 
music, and of all the rational pleasures of society — a remarkable 
proof of what a moderate, cheerful mind, not unduly tasked by 
business or crushed -by care, will dp in prolonging life, and thu» 
forming a striking contrast to, the hapless bard of Caledonia* 
It was determined by the little group of amateurs that, the 
assistance of Bums should be asked, and Mr Thomson accorduogly 
addressed hhn. 



MR TH0M8<»r TO BUB5S. ' 

Btb, — ^For some years past I have, with a friend or two, employed 
many leisure hours in eelecting and collating the most favourite of 
our national melodies for publication. We have engaged Fleyel, the 
most agreeable composer living, to put accompaniments to these, 
and also to compose an instrumental prelude and condusion to 
eaeli air, ti» letter to ^ them fbt eoncerts, both pbferKe and private. 
I*e render thk wm-k perfect we are desirous to have -th* poelry 
improved wh€«*ever it seems tfnworthy of the musie ; and that it is 
■o ia<auBiy ifistaaees is allowed iby evoi^ one cimvennmt w^ our 



I wn ^^Akmndm, fifth BmI of KeUie* hy JTMlet, dAu^fal^r-flf^W ede^ 
bratwd 9liy«i9lan And wit, Qt Pitoaixxu Me Erakine wai tha ftuttMV in wrt «f ft 
oirious and rare volume entitled Lettert Wween the Han. Andrew £nkine and Jifmm 
MonttU, W9q, £on4ctr, )76»-aa itmiiBlner spechjoen of youtlffu) ihiHc and Tttttoffy, 



Digitized 



by Google 



AomiB»Toinai»taM«yoKmtB(»t80jr. US 



aunieal diUMtloiig. Hie e^ton of tli^se teem in geneiil te Iwire 
'^lepeiuted en the music proving an excuse for the verses *, and henee 
some oharming melodies at»e imlted to mere nonsenee ukd doggrel, 
while ethevB are accommodated with rhymes so loose and indelieate 
aa cafinot he sung in decent company. To remove this reproach 
-would be an easy task to the author of the Cottei's StOurdap Night; 
and, for the honour of Oaledoma, I would fain hope he may be 
didiiced to take up the pen. If so, we shall be enafaied te present 
^e pablic with a collection infinitely more interesting than any that 
has yet appeared, and acceptable to all persons of- taste, whether 
tiiey wish for correct melodies, d^icate accompaniments, or eha>ac- 
tenstio verses. We will esteem your poetical assistance a parti* 
eular ftivour, besides paying any reasonable price you shall please 
to demand for it. Profit is quite a secondary consideration with us, 
' and we are resolved to spare neither pains nor expense, on the 
publication. Tell me frankly, then, whether you will devote your 
leisure to writing twenty or twenty-^ve songs suited to the partlculai* 
melodies which I am prepared to send you. A few songs^ exception- 
able only in some of their verses, I will likewise submit to your 
consideration, leaving it to you either to mend these or make "new 
•engs in their stead. It is superfiuetis to assure you that I have no 
intention to displace any of the sterling old song* ; those only wiU ^ 
be removed which appear quite silly or absolutely indecent. Bven 
these shall be all examined by Mr Burns, ajdd if he w pf (pinion 
that any of them are deserving of the music, in such cases no divorce 
shall iake place. G. Tieoxsok. 



BUBHS TO XR THOMSON. 

DvMwniuBt 16A BepL 17M. 
Sir— I have just this moment got your letter. As the request yon 
make to roe will positively add to my enjoyments in com^ying with 
it, I shadl enter into your undertaking with all the small portion of 
abilities I have, strained to their utmost exertion by the imnulse of 
enthusiasm. Only, don't huiry me — ^*Deil tak the hindmost' la by no 
means the cri de guerre of my Muse. Will you, as I am inferior to 
none of you in enthusiastic attachnaent to the poetry and musio of old 
Caledonia, and, since you request it, have cheerfully promised my mite 
of assistance — will you let me have a list of your airs with the first 
line of the printed verses you intend for them, tha* I may have an 
opportunity of suggesting any alteration that may ocevr to me? 
You know 'tis in the way of toy trade ; etill leaving you, gentlemen, the 
undoubted right of publishers to approve or reject, at yourpleasnve, 
for your own publication. Apropos, if you are for English verses, 
there is, on my |)art, an end of the matter. Whether in the rimplicity 
of the ballad, or the pathos of tha song, I can only hope to please 
myself in being allowed at least n apripkUiig of oiir natlvo to^gM 
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Eog^ TM6% ptrtiaolM^ tlift woiloh of Boot^B^ 
are c«rtauilj very eligible. TtoeexUide! AkI the poor shep^jkor^s 
mournful JHu! Ahi CfUoris, could I now but mt,^ 4ec. 3Foa camioi 
flaend ; but tuch insipid stuff as To Fanny fair cindd I impaH, Ice. 
usually set to The Mill, MiU^ O! is % disgrace te the coUectieBS in 
whieb it kas already appearedyand wenld doubly diagvaoe aoettectieB 
tbat will kave tbe very superior merit of yours. But more of this m 
tke furtber prosecution of the business, if I am called on Ibr mjr 
•trictubes and amendments — I say amendments, for I wiU noi aUer 
except where I myself, at least, think that I amend. 

As to any remunerittion, you m^y think my songs either abote dr 
below price; for they shall absolutely be the one Qr the other* In 
^ihe honest enthusiasm with which I embark in your undertakings t9 
talk of money, wages, fee, hire, &o. would be downright prostitutimi 
of seul ! ^ A proof of each of the songs that I compose or amend I 
ahaU receive as a fiBtvour* In the rustic phrase of the seasan, * Quda 
speed the warkl' I am, sir, your vary humble servant, - 

R..BUBIM. ' 

In August, Johnson published the fourth volume Of lus Scott 
Musical Museum^ containing a number of aongs by^Bums, either 
whoUy original, of improvements upon rude ditties of the <^ea 
time. Such as have not already been inserted in connection with 
particalar dates and circumstances are here presented : 

CBAIOIEBURN WOOD. 

Sweet closes the eve on Craigiebum Wood, 

And blithely awaukens the morrow ; 
But the pride of the spring in the Craigiebum Wood 

Can yield me nothing but sorrow. 

Beyond thee, dearie, beyond thee, defHi% 
And oh, to be lying beyond thee ! 

O sweetly, soundly, weel may he sleep 
That's laid. in the bed beyond thee^ 

I «ee the spreading IcMaves and flowers, 
' I hear the wild birds singing ; 
But pleasure they hae nane for me, 
While care my heart is wringing. 

I camHk tdl, I maunna tell, 

I darena. for your anger; 
But 9ecret love will break my hearty 

If I conceal it langer. 

, ^ In nmniuoript a clause here. erased by Burns: * except, excuse my vanity, yow 
■hoold for GUderoy peetm m^i^own song, •* From thfe, Eliza, I mutt go.'* * 

* ThU expression WM attered by Cnnie. In tiw original xnaauaeript, a stMafH 
tma waaflBtplQfied. 
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I flee thee gracefh% JBtraight, aad taOi 

I tee thee sweet and bonme ; 
Bot ob, what will my torments be^ 

If thou refuse thy Johmiie I 

To see thee in anothei's ftrms, 
In love to lie and languish, 
' *Tw^d be my dead, that will be seen^ 
My heart wad burst wi' anguish. 

But, Jeanie, say Chou wilt be mine, . 

B&y thou loes nane before me ; 
And a'my days o* life to come 

1*11 gratefully adore thee. 

. {Tfbe ftbore, he hinMelf UIOm us, was compoged as a ro p ro t w it ai lon of tha 
paMiop wbiok a Mr Oill^pie, a particular friend of his, hai for a yoong lady 
nam6d Lorimsr, who had been bom at Craigiebam Wood, a beaotiftil place near 
HoflTat. The names of Gillespie and Lorimer are still to be seen inscribed on a 
pane in the poet's parlour window at Ellistand. As Miss L<Hrimer was bom in 1773, 
Ae must hare been only sixteen at most when wooed vioarlouiily in these impaa- 
sh»ed stanzas. It was not her destiny to become Mrs GiUei^e ; but it waa 
tcsesnred for her to be the subject of many oUier h^rs by Burns, as will be learned 
snore particularly from a subsequent part of Oiese mnnoirs. Boras aftefwards 
altered and redooed the Mmg of (^t^^M«m Wood late the* foUowtasmaMeoneel* 
tat also^amer form :— 

Bweet fa*s the eve on Craigiebam, 

And blithe awakes the morrow ; 
But a* the pride o* spring's return 

Can yield me nocht but sorrow. 

I see the flowers and spreading trees, 

I hear the wild birds pinging ; 
But what a weary wight can please, 

And care his bosom wringing f 

Fain, fia,in would I my griefs impaft. 

Yet darena for your anger ; 
But secret love will break mj heart 

If I conceal it langer. 

If thou refuse to pity me, 

If thou shalt love anitheiv 
When yon green leaves fade frae the trefl^ 

Around my grave they'll wither. 
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FRiJI THB nmSlflM AKB LAMB ILOTB. 

XiR^arron Side. ' 

Fne the friends and luid I love 

Piiyen by fortune'e fell j sfnJLdf 
Frae my best beloved I rove, 

Kever niair to taste delight; 
Kever mair maun hope to find 

Ease frae toil, relief frae care : 
When remembrance wracks the mind, 

Heasures but unveil despair. 

Brightest climes shall mirk appear, 

Des^^t ilka blooming shore, - .^ 

Till the Fates nae mair severe, 

Friendship, love, and peace restore; 
Tin Revenge, wi* laurelled head, . * 

Bring our banished hame again ; 
And ilk loyal bonnie lad 

Cross the seas and win his ain. 

. [^RoniiMyioftiiiiwnff; *'ljMUedthelaitfoiirli96il^wayofgiTiiigata^ 
«ha than* of tUi poem, Midi m it i$^* Tlie ^nrtiola soag, howerer, Si in hi* Mm 
jisBnmlllit. swl iliATtf reMon to beUere ttisaUikls omi,*Stenh<mttJ] 



MEIKIiS THINKS MY LOTS. 

O nieilde thinks my luve o' my beauty. 

And meikle thinks my luve o* my kin; 
But tittle thinks my luve 1 ken brawlie 

My tocher 's the jewel has charms for ^m.- 
'it's a* for the apple he*ll nourish the tred; 

It's a' for the honey he 11 cherish the bee; 
My laddie 's sae nieikle in luve wi' the siUer, 

He canna hae luve to spare for me. 

Your pro£Bsr o' luve*s an arle-penny, 

, My tocher 's the bargain ye wad buy; 
But an ye be crafty, I am cunnin', 

Sae ye wi'.imo^r your fortune maun try. 
Ye'te like to ^e tinuner o' yon rotten wood^ 

Te're UJce to the bark o' yon rotten trtie, 
Te'H slip frae me like a knotless thread, 

And ye'll crack your credit wi' mae nor me» 

CAltliou|;li this Kmg appean in the Museum with the nain« of Bums, MM Begy 
afHona tiiai it it in vMlUgr oalar aa imprevement hy her brother upon ftn old song.] 
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WHAT CAN A TOUNO LASSlBt 

Tnira— 1F%<M Am ct r<nmg ta$tie do irT on^nM Xmf 

What oan a yooiig lassie, what shall ft yoong lassie^ 

Whal can a young lassie do wi' an auld man f 
. Bad luck on the penny that tempted my minnie 
To seU her poor Jenny for siller and lanM 

H^'s always compleenin'. frae momin' to e'enin'. 

He hoasts and he hirples the weary day lang^ ;. ooi^ltf 
Htt's doylt and he's dozin*, his blnid it is frozen, 

drctfffy's the night wi' a crazy auM man 1 

He hams and ho hankers, he frets and he canken^ 

1 never can please him, do a' ^at I can ; 
He's peevi^ and jealous of a' the young fellews : 

O dool on the day I met wi' an auld man ! 

H y auld auntie BLatie upon ne takes pity, 
I'll do my endeavour to follow her plan; - 

111 cinoss him, and wrack him, until I heart-break hini^ 
And then his auld brass will buy me a newpan. 



HOW CAN I BE nUTHB AUD OLA»! 
TimB— Tl« Bttimit Lad OnoA *9faf oieo. 

O how can I be blithe and glad. 

Or how can I gailg brisk and foraw^ j 

When the bonnie lad that I loo best 
Is ower the hills and far awa f 

It's no the frosty^ whiter wind. 

It's no the driving drift and snaw; ■ 

But aye the tear comes in my ee, ' 
To think on him that's far awa. 

My father pat me frae his door. 
My friends they hae disowned me a' ; 

But I hae ane will tak my part^ 
The bonnie lad that's far awa. 

A paor o' gloves he bought to me. 
And silken snoods he gae me twa; 

And I will wear them for his sake, 
Tho bonnie lad that's far am^ 

[*Be took tbe fintline, and •vtn lome hints of his TersM^ from an old song l« 
Bekd*! eoUeotion, which hegi]i8,^(W con /6f6M^ or ytod,»r in W|rMM«(m(«RM 

h9tf afcw»iw»3 
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X DO CONPESS THOU ART SAB PAIS* 

I do ocmfeflt ihoa art sa^ fauv 

I wad been owor the lugs in love, 
Had I na found the lightest prayer * 

That lipe could speak thy heart could move. 
I do confess thee sweet, but find 

Thou art sae thrifUess o' thy aw^eta^ 
Thy favours are the siHy wind, 

That kisses ilka thing it meets. 

^ See yonder rose-bud, rich in dew, i 

Amanif its native briers sae coy ; ^ 

How sune it ^ines its scent and hue 

Whan poued laid worn a oowmeategri 
1^ &te, ore lang^ shall thee betide, 

Though thou may gaily bloom awhila; . 
Yet sune thou shalt Ira thrown aside , 
Like ony common weed and vile. . 
C AHena bito tbe Bootdi language by Borftr fi-om an EnglMi ^otti ¥y Bit Robert 
A7ton,.privat9 aeoralaiy «» Anne, oonMrt of Jaorat VL Six Bobett** vwaea are #■ 

IblJow':— • . « , 

I do oonfett thou *rt sweet ; yet find 

^Thee such an unthrlft of thy sweets, 

Thy fsvours are but like the wind. 

That kiaseth ervry tUng it meets ; 
And linoe thou oanat with more than 0B9, 
Tlioa'tt worthy to ba kissed by noaob 
TlM morning KMo that untouched ftanda. 

Armed with her briers, how sweetly smeQs! 
But plucked and strained throus^ nidtf hands, 

Ber seent no longer with her dwells. 
' But SQBot and beauty both are g(»a, 
Ab^ Im^^m fittt from her one by one. 
fihi<di fste, erelong, will thee betide* 

When thou hast handled been awhile ; 
Kike nun-flowers to be thrown aside. 

And 1 shall sigh while some will smile : 
So see thy love for mcHre than one, 
' Has bron^t thee to be loved by none.] j 

,,:__:• .. • i 

tOV WIXB MOSSY MOUNl'AIKS. 
TVHU—T^f toild Honp MomUaint, 

C*TUt tana it by Oswald: the song alludes to a part of my prhata Ustoiy irMe« 
It is ef no coaseouenoa to the world to know.'— Burns.] 

. Ten wild mossy mountams sae lofty and wide, 
That nune in their bosom the youth o' the Clyde, 
Whore the grouse lead their coveys through the heather to Io0^ 
Aiid i|hie ah^herd tents his flook aa ha pipes on bis rood. 
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o HOB im^MD-T'Vfcim', •nur. 

To me hae the ebarms o* yon wild mossy moon; 
Wot there^^ by a. lanely and sequestered stream, 
Besides a sweet lassie^ my thought and my dream. 

Amangifaae wild nnrantains shall stiH be my^ pAth^ 
Ilk stream foaming down its ain green, narrow strath; 
For theroywi' my lassie, the day lang I rove, 
While o*er us unheeded flee the swift hours o' Ioyo* 

She ^ not the fairest, although lihe is fhir; 
(y nice education but sma' is her share ; 
Her parentage humble as humble can be ; 
Buit I loe the dear lassie because she loes me* 

To beauty what man but maun yield him a pris^ 
In her aaanour of glances, uid blushes^ and sigbal 
And when wit and refinement hae polished 1^ darti^ 
They dazzle our een, as they- flee to our hearts* 

But kindness, sweet kindness, in the fond sparkling ee, ~ 
Has lustre outshining the diamond to me ; 
And the heart beating love as I'm clasped in her ahns^ 
Ohy these are my lasne's aU-conquering charms I 



O yoa ANB-AND-TWBNTT, tA.it, ' 

Tvnm^The Jiottdtmooirt 

t* The salitleot of Ihis Bang had » real origin: a yonng girl bftTf ag been kllMBM 
liup eff lj lij a ftear ration, and at her own diiposal on her attaining majori^, vas 
inrened l^ her relatHms to many aa old rich booby. Her affections, howoTer, had 
previo ari y been engaged by a y<mng man, to whom aha liad pladged her troth when 
■he should become of age, and she of ooorse obatinately'rciJeeied the aoUoitatiaM 
of beriHands to any other match. Tlnmn rnprinrnti thn laily miilniinfl liiii jimlb 
M leifar in the langnage of constanoy and affection.'— i8(0nA(>ui«.] 



And O for aae-and-twenty, Tam, 

And h^, sweet aB«-and-tweiity, TtaOf 

1*11 learn my kin a rattlin' sau^ 
An I saw ane^and-twen^, Tanu 

They snool me sair, and hand me down,. wrap 

iuid gar me look like bluntie, Tam ! » 8niv«]l« 

But three short yearawHl soon wheel roun'««> 
And then cww mmmtdi t(W»tjr» Twn. -^ 
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UfB- JUVD UrORXS 09 VUWMk - 

A#tlbVUii',ftotiutio''|eai^ himf 

YTem Wft toe l>7 my aimtle, Tam ; > 

At kiih or kin I neediiA spier^ adc 
Ab I saw ane-and-tweiitj, Tam. 

TbeyllhaeflM wed « wealthy oo<^ 4mA 

Though I myael' hae plenty, Tarn ; 

But hea^st thou, laddie— there '» my loof-^ paim 
Vm thine at ane-and-twentyy Tva, 



BBSS AND HER SPINNING-WHEEL. 

O leese me on my spbrning-whee), 

O leeze me on my rock and reel ; 

Free tiq> to tae that^leeds nae bten, oomibrtably ' 

Andhiqieniefieland wvmateHint wrapt oietti 

I'll set me down and sing and q>in, 

While laigh descends the simmer sun, low 

Blest wi' eonteat, and milk and meal— 

O leeze me on my spinnin^p-wheel 1 

On Ilka hand the bormes trot^ 

And meet below my theekit cot; 

The scented birk and hawthorn whiie^ 

Across the po^ their ^ttms unite, 

AKke to Screen the birdie's nest, 

And Httie firtie^ oall^ rest? eodl 

The sun blinks kindly in the biel', <ali«d 

Where blithe I turn my spinning-whed. 

On lofty aiks the cushats wail, wopd^^pifiiBs 

And echo eons the doolfn' tale ; 

The lintwhites in the hasdl foraea^ ibmeti 

pelighled, riTal ither's lays : 

The craik atoang the dover hay, land-iiQ 

The pSkitrick whirrin* o'er the ley, 

The swallow jinkin' round my shiel, 

Amuse me at my spinning-wheel. 

Wi* snwf to sell, and less te hoy, 
Aboon distress, below envy, - 
O wha w&d leave this humble state, 
For a' the pride of a>* the great f 
Amid their flaring, idle toy% 
Amid th^ cumbrous, dinsome joyi, 
Can <&ey the peace and pleasure, feel 
Of Besagr at her sjj^m^i^wheel! 



< 



\ 
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oomnrBT lAesm. 9fl 



NITHSDAJLB*8 WBLCOME HAME. 

[Wrttfcea ivhen Ladyl^nnlfred Maxwell, the descendant of the teMttd Bui of 
NHlMdAle, returned to Scotland and rebuilt TerTeglea flo«iM, in tbo •tewartcgr of 
Kirkcadbright. Captain Riddel of Gienrrddel fumiBhed the air to whfeh Bnroi 
■.] 

The noble Maxwells and ibeir powers 

Are coming o'er the Border, 
And they'll gae bigp^ Terregles tower% 

And set them a' m order. 
And they declare l^erregles fair, 

For their abode they choose it ; 
There's no a heart in a' the land 

Bat's lighter at the news o't. 

Thongh stars in skies may disappear, 

And angry tempests gather, 
The happy hour may soon be near 

That brings us pleasant weather: 
The weary niglit o' care and grief 

May hae a joyful morrow ; ^ 

80 dawning day hag brought relief — 

Fareweel oar night o' sorrow I 



COUITTBT LASSIE. 

In simmer, when the hsj was mawn. 

And com waved green in ilka field. 
While claver blooms white o'er the lea» 

And roses blaw in ilka bield ; 
Blitbe Bessie in the milking shiel. 

Says : * I'll be wed, come o't what wilL* 
Out spak a dame in wrinkled eild : 

* 0' guid advisement comes naO ill. 

* It's ye hae wooers mony ane. 

And, lassie, ye 're but youngs ye ken; 
^en wait a wee, and cannie wale 
' A Tonthie bott^ a ronUiie ben : 
There's Johnnie 0' the Buskie Glen, 

Fn' is his bam, fu' is his byre ; 
Tak this frae me, my bonnie hen. 
It's plenty beets the luver's fite.' 

<For Johnnie o* t^ IBoskie Glen, 

I dinna care a mngle flie; 
He loes sae weel his craps and kye^ 

Bb hMBM lave to tpMw te met 
UL . L 
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tIS Un IHD WOKICS OF BUBHS. 

Bat bUUie's (he blink o* Bobbie^^ ee, 
And, weel I wat, he Ices me dear : 

Ae bHnk o' him T wadna gie 
For Boftkie Qlen and a' his gear.' 

* O thoughUess lassie, life's a taught; 

The eanniesi gate, the strife is sair; 
But aye fou han't is fechtin best^ - 

A hungry care's an unco care: 
Bat some will spend, and some will spare^ 

And wilfu' folk maun hae their will ; 
Syne as ye brew, my maiden fair. 

Keep mind that ye maun drink the yilL' 

'0 gear will buy me rigs o' land. 

And gear will buy me sheep and kya ; 
But the tender heart o' leesome luve 

The gowd and siller canna buy. 
We may be poor — ^Bobbie and I, 

Light is the burden lave lays on ; 
Content and lave brings peace and joy— 

What mair hae queens upon a throne I* 



FAIB BLIZA. 

[Buns oamfomA tUs ■onff to a Highland air which he found in- MaedoaaWi 
eollMtiop. In the original mawnoript, U» nanw of Ihe heroine it RaMna, nrhUk 
1m it nnientood to have afterwards change*! to Elisa, fer leatont of tatte. Mr 
HOThoms relatta that the veraee were designed to embody the pattiba of a lb 
Hnater* a Mead of the poet, towwds a Rabina of real liiia, who* il would appear, 
-ma toved in Tain, for the lover went to the West Indiet and there died aponafttf 
UtaniTBL] 

Tarn again, thou fair Eliza, 

Ae kind blink before we part» 
Bne on thy despairing lover ! 

Canst thou break his ^thfu' heart! 
Turn again, thou fair Eliza ; ^ 
If to love thy heart denies, ^ 
For pity hide Uie cruel sentence, 
Under friendsHip'a kind disguisa I 

Thee, dear maid, hae I offended? 

The offence is loving thee : 
Canst thou wreck his peace for ever, 

Wha for thine wad gladly diet 
While the life beats in my.boMiBiy 

Thou shalt mix in ilka throe ; 
Tarn again, thou lovely maiden^ 
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VflE poea. 2li 



Kot the hefi upon the blosfloniy 

In the -pride o' sunny noon ; 
Hoi the little sportiog faary. 

All beneath the simmer moon : 
Not the poet in the moment 

Fancy lightens on his ee. 
Kens the pleasure, feels the rapture 

*tpAt thy presencje gies to me. 



O I.UYB WILL YBKTUBB IV. 

O lave win venture in where it. dauma wed be seen ; 
O lave will venture in where wisdom ance has been ;. 
Bat I will down yon river rove, aipong the wood Sae greeiH* 
And a' to xmi' a posie to my ain dear May. 

The primrose I will pu', the firstling o' the year^ 
And I will pu* the pink, the emblem o* my dear ; 
For she's the pink o' womankind, and blooms without ik peer— 
And a' to be a ppsie to my ain dear May. 

^ 111 pu* the budding rose, when Phoebus peeps in view," 
For 11*19 like a baumy kiss o' her sweet bonnie mou' ; 
The hyacinth fox constancy, wi' its Qnehangitig bloe-- 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

The lily it is pure, and the lily it is fair. 
And in her lovely bosom I'll place the lily there ; • 
The daisy's for simjdicity and unaffected air — 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

The hawthorn I will pu' wi' its locks o' siller gray« , 
Where^ like an aged man, it stands at break of day ; 
' But the songster's nest within the bush I winna tik away^^ 
And a' to.be a posie to my ain dear May. 

The wbbdbine I will pu' when the e'ening star is near. 
And the diamond draps o' dew shall be her een sae clear ; 
0%e violet 'a for modesty, which weel she fa's to wear-^ 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

Ill tie the pone round wi' the silken band o* luve, 
And I'll place it in her breast, and I'll swear by a' above^ 
niat to jny latest draught o' life the bs^ shall ne'er remove^ 
And this shall be a posie to my aia^ear May. 
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S4i XIFE AKD \r09XM OV BDBII8. 

THE BANKS OP DOON. 

Te bftnks and bfMt o* b<mnie Doon, 

How can y« btoonx sae fraeh and &if ; 
How can ye chant, ye Iktle birds, 

And I aae weary In* o* care 1 
Thou'U break my beart^ Uiou warbling bird. 

That wantons through (he flowering thorn: ! 

Thou minds me 0* departed joys^ J 

Departed— never to return I J 

Aft hae I rored by bonnie DooOy 

To see the rose and woodbine iwine; 
And Uka bird sang o' its luv^ 

And fondly sae did I o' mine. 
Wi* lightsome heart I pu'd a rose, 

Fn* sweet upon its thorny tree ; ' 

And my &use luver stole ray rose. 

But ahl he left the thorn wi' me* 

This, it will be obserred, is a second versioB of the ballad whkh 
Bums produced in 1787 upon the sad fate of Miss Peggy K-r^. 
AltikKigh none of Bnrns's songs has been Biore popijlar than 
this, one cannot but regret its superseding so entirely Uie origioal 
ballad, whicb in touching simplicitj of expression is certainly 
mlich sujriarior. 



WILU9 WA8TLS. 
tvmit^TU mgkt Mm o/IMdmi, 

WilUe Westle dwaH on tweed, 

The i|K>t they called it Linkuih-doddie; 
Willie was a wabster guid. 

Could stown a clew wi* ony bodie/ 
He had a wife was door and din, ' hiid 

Oh, Thikler Madgie was her miiher-- 
Sic a wife as Wiliie had, . 

I wadna gie a button for her. 

Bhe has an ee-ndie has but ane, 

The cat has twa the very colour; 
Five rusty teeth, forbye a stumpy 

A clapper-tonffue wad deave a miller : <■ 

A whiskLn' beard about her mon'. 

Her nose and chin thc^ tlireaten ither-^ 
Sic a wife as Willie had, 

I wadna gie a button lor her. 
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now €aim«T, swKST Anoii. : 2tf 

fibe*i bdngli'-hong^ied, ahe'i heiii*sliiiiBe^ 

Ae lunpin' leg a hMi(|4>ree(i sh^nrter ; 
She's twisted right,, ahe's twisted lei^ 

To halance fair in ilka quarter : . 
8he has a buQip upon her breast» / 

The twin o* that upon her shoutiier— 
Sle a wife as Wiltie j^ad, 

I wadna gie a button for her. 

Anld bandrons by the ingle sita^ tbt <tei 

And wi' her loof her &ce a-washin' ; jftim 
But Willie's wife is nae sae trig, 

She dights her grunzie wi' a hushion ; mouth cuiiiQk 
Her walie nieves like midden-creels, huge ibta 

Her face wad fyle the Logan- Water — 
8ic II wife as Willie had, 

I wadna gie a button for her. 



PLOW' SBKTLY, 8WBT AtTON. 
Tvnm^The TOUne-kalred LaddU. 

Flow gently, sweet Aflon, among thy green braes, 
Flow gently, 1^11 sing thee a song in thy praise ; 
My Mary's asleep by thy murmuring stream. 
Flow gently, sweet Aflon, disturb not her dream. 

Then stock-dove whose echo resounds through the gle% 
Ye wild whistling blackbirds in yon thorny den. 
Thou green-crested lapwing thy screaming forbear, 
I charge you disturb not my slumbering fair. 

How lofty, sweet Afton, thy neighbouring bills. 
Far marked with the courses of clear winding rills; 
There daily I wander as noen rises high, ' 
My flocks and my Mary's sweet cot in my ey«. 

How pleasant thy banks and green valleys below. 
Where wild in the woodlands the primroses blow ; 
There oft as mild evening weeps over the lea^ 
The sweet-scented birk shades my Mary and me. 

Thy crystal stream* Afton, how lov^ it gHdd% 
Jlnd winds by the cot whe«^ my Mary resides; 
How wanton thy waters her snowy feet lave, 
As gathering aweet flowerets she stems thy clear wave. 

Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes, 
Flow gently, sweet river, the theme of my lays; 
My Mary s asleep by thy murmuring stream. 
Flow gently, swoet Afton, disturb 'not her dreaak 
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Dr Currie states tbftt this song inm e(»9pos«4 k hMioiir of Mr* 
Stewart of Stair, whose paternal property was sittxated on tha 
banks of the Afton, an Ayrshire tributary of the Ntth, near New 
Cumnock* Mrs Stewart, it will be recoUeoted, was one of the 
first persons of rank who knew or extended any friendship to 
Burns. In a paper by Mr Gilbert Bums, communicating to Mr 
Geoi^ Thomson memoranda oi the subjects of Kis brother's 
songs, Flow gently. Sweet AfUm is thus noticed : — ' The poet's 
iD^laad Mary. But Dr Currie gives a difiidrent account of it. 
. . . . G. B. thinks Dr C. misinformed in several of the above 
particulars ; but he must not be contradicted.' It may be doubted 
if Mr Gilbert Bums was rightly informed on the 8nl:(}eot. 



THB SMILIKO SPRIKO. 
. ^vmn—The Bonnp BeU. 

The smiling spring comes in rejoicing 

And soriy tvinter grimly flies; 
Now crystal clear are th^ falling waters^ 

And bonnte blue are the sunny skies. 
Fresh o'er the mountains breaks forth the morning 

The evening gilds the ocean's swell) 
All creatures joy in the sun's returning, 

And I rejoice in my bonnie BelL 

The flowery spring lead^ sunny summer, 
' And yellow autumn presses near, 
Then in his turn comes gloomy winter. 

Till smiling spring again appear. ' ^ 

Thus seasons danoing, tife advancing^ 

Old Time and Nature their changes teU^ 
But never ranging, still unchanging^ 

I adore my bonnie BelL ' 



THB GALLANT WBAVEB. 

' Tvsm-'The WeOMire March. 

Where Cari rins rowia' to the sea, 
By mony jt flower and spreading tree, 
There lives a lad, the lad for me, 
He is a gallant weaver* 

O I had wooers aucht or nine, 
They gied me rings and ribbons fine; 
And I was feared my heart would iine^ 
And I gied it to the weaver* 
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My daddie tfigned my tochei^band^ dowiy-tjond 

To gie the lad that haB the lamd ; 
But to my heart 1*11 add my liand, 
AAd^ie it to the weaver. ; 

While birds rejoice in leafy bowers ; 
While bees delight in opening flowers; 
While com grows green in sinnner shoiters^ 
m love my gallailt weaver. 



she's FAIR AND FAUSB. 
Tvvx—She't Fair and Pause, 

She's &ur and &iisethat'can8e8 my smarti ftlae 

I loed her m^kle and lang ; 
She 'fl brokon her vow, she 's broken my hearty 

jind I may e'en gae hang, 

A eoof cam in wl' irouth o' gear, fcol abuodaopa 

And I hae tint my dearest dear; lost 

But woman is but warld's gear, 
^ let th,e bonnie lass gang. 

Whae'er ye be that woman love. 

To this be never blind — ■ 
Kae ferlie 'tis though fickle she prove^ wonder 

A woman has 't by kind. 

O woman, loVely woman fair I 
An angel form's fa'n to thy share, 
'Twad been ower meikle to gien thee mair — 
I mean an angel mind. 

rin a Bang entitled Thi Addreti, which appear* In The Lark (2 veto. 17M). there 
tea pawage which perhaps Buggested the thought to the fourth stanza of the above 



■ong— 



Twixt pleasing hope and painful ffear 

True lore divided lies ; 
With artless look and soul sincere. 

Above aU mean disgtiise. 
Fdr OeHa thus my heart has moved. 

Accept it, lovely fair; 
I "ve liked before, but never loved. 

Then let me not despair. 

My iiB.te befi»e your feet I lay. 
Sentence your willing slave ; 

Remember that though tyrants slay. 
Yet heavenly ^wers save. 
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{H £m AXa> WOHMM OP BUMIS. 



To I 

Iiet m# a blcasing fin4 ^ 
^nd Wnc« ^u wear an anfftPt/ace, 

shew an angeFt mind.1 

-^ Mrs Donlop had written to Bams regarding her widowed 
danghter, Mrs Henri, who had gone to France with her infant, in 
order to introdace him ^ his father^s family. l*he dethrone- 
ment of the king and proclamation of a repnUic, and the wild 
^outrageous proceedings against all pexsons of nmk suspected of 
royalist fedings, had inrol^ed the young widow in serious 
troubles, to whjch* the state of her own heid^^ ^^ ^^ %^ 
addition. , . 

TO MRS DUNLOP. 

DuMFniM, Sitt S!ep«emft0rl7dS. 

I HATS ^baB UNmient^ my doar madam, yours of the 5{3d. AH 
your othOT kind reproaches, your news, &c. are out of my bead^ 
when I read and iliink on Mrs Henri's situation. Ooed God ! tf 
lieart-wouHded, helpless young-wAman — ^in a strange, foreign kmdy 
and that land convulsed with every horror that can harrow the 
human feelings — sick — looking, longing for a com^rter, hut finding 
none — a mother's feelings too — but it is too much : He who wounded 
— He <mly can — may He heal ! 

I wish the farmer great joy of his ^new acquisition to his ftunily.^ 
♦ ♦ ♦ I cannot say that I give him joy of his life as a farmer. 
Tis as a farmer paying a dear, unconscionable rent — a cursed life ! 
As to a laird fanning his own property ; sowing his own com in 
hope; and reaping it, in spite of brittle weather, in gladness; 
knowing that none can say unto him, * what dost thou?' — &ttening 
his herds; shearing his flocks; rejoicing at Christmas; and begettipg 
sons and daughters, until he be the venerated, gray-haired leader 
of a Httle tribe — 'tiii a heavenly life! but devU take the life el 
reaping the fruits that another must eat. 

Well, your kind wishes will be gratified as to Seeing me when I 
make my Ayrshire visit. I cannot leave Mrs B. until her nine 
months' race is' run, which may, perhaps, be in three Or fSoruf weeks. 
She, too, seems determined to make me the patriarchal leader of a. 
band. However, if Heaven will be so obliging as to let me have 
them in the proportion of three boys to one girl, I. shall be so much 
the morepleased. I hope, if I am spared with them, to shew a set 
of boys tlukt will do honour to my cares and name ; but I am not 
equal to the task of t^oaring giris. Besides, I am too poor — a giri 
should always have a fortune. Apropos: your little godson is 
thriving charmingly, but is a very devil. He, though two years 
younger, has completely mastered his brother. Bobert is indeed 
the mildest, genUest creature I ever saw. He has a most soiprising 
memory, and is qujlte the pride of his schoolmaster. 

^ A iiBik of Bta Ihuflafi. 
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TiMi kndwliow voftffij m g^ M» prattle vpoH a mibjeet 4ear 4o 
mir heart^yoa dm excuse it. Ood bless you luod yoursl R. B. 

It so happened, nevertheless, that Mrs Burhs brought her 
husband a girl, bom on the 2l8t November. The child was 
^med Elizabeth Riddel, in honour of the lady of Friars' Carse," 
and lived to be a great favourite with her father. A native of 
Dumfries puts Bums into an attitude more than usually pleasii^ to 
contemplate, in describing him, as she has often seen him, sitting 
in the summer evenings at his door with this little infant hi his 
arms, dandling her, singing to her, and trying to elicit her mental 
faculties. It will be found that the child was not destined to a 
long life, and that her death was a source of ^he deepest affliction 
to our poet at a time when other woes were pressing upon him. ' 

Mrs Riddel had visited Edinburgh in January; had made the 
aequaintance of Mr Sraellie, and soon after (March 7th) we fed 
her transmitting to that si^e her manHscript of travels. In an 
accompanying letter she alludes to our poet. * Robbie Bums dined 
with ttsthe other day. He is in good health and spirits ; but I fear 
his Muse will not be so fre<JUent in her inspirations, now that he 
has forsaken his rural occupations.* Smellie read the lady's man\i- 
script with surprise. He says, March 27th : * When I considered 
your youth, and still more your sex, the perusal of your ingeniotis 
and judicious worit, if I Imd not previously had the pleasure of 
your conversation, the devil himself could not have frightened me 
into thd belief that a female human creature co.uld, in the bloom 
4Kf youth, beauty, and consequently of giddiness, have produced 
.A performance so much out of the line of your ladies' work^. 
&mmt little poems, flippant romances, are hot uncommoB ; but 
.ccianoe, minute observation, accurate description, and exceUeot 
composition, site qualities . seldom to be met with in the female 
worM.** It seems worth while to transcribe these saiteooee of 
Smellie, in order t6 help out our picture of a lady who- certainly 
Vas one of the most intimate friends that Bums ever had, and 
whose character of course, on the principle of no8citur a 9ocU9y 
serves as an illustration of his own. 

. A small volume being put by Mrs Riddel to Smellie's press, 
..the acquaintance between that pair advanced during the summer, 
and 9t Ittigtb in September, when the book was nearly ready for 
pahljoatioa,^ theeoeentrio naturalist came to Dumfties, and spent 

' ICcrr^ ifemoirr of t^iUiam ISnuUie, i vols. 
* < * Mm llfaMel*# weiic ia aiiiHmnced in the Sealt MatKCtirU of NovMQber 1798, at pub- 
. U«h«d, under th» foHowiag titim i—Vitpaffes le the Madura and U^vnrd Ourtbbe^ 

Jtlandti vtiUi Sketches of the Natural Hitiory of these Islands, By Ifiurijk I^ « * « « « « 

Ca4«n. LoikU» ; HIH, Bdinburgb. 



Digitized 



by Google 



S80 -USn ARD.WMJCS Of BQBipiLr 

loroe time wkh tke kd^ aod lik Yriend JRoi^ie. Hie gi^jjwmg 
antkoresB sedaced Sm^e to preieot his ttUraordisary %B]ne at 
one of the assemblies of Dumfries, and il is understood that he 
and Bums received some species of pub^ entertainm^it from 
the magistrates,. There must have been some brilliant though 
mixed scenes at Woodley Park and elsewhere on this occasion — 
Tivid gaiety from the lady, wit, sense, knowledge from Smellie, . 
flashes of electric genius from Bums. They would differ from 
such reumom in our own time, in as far as there was then less 
restraint of speech. Even a woman of refinement in those days 
had to atand a great deal from h^ male friends. For exao^ple, 
we find Smellie telling Mrs Hiddel, after a two months* acquaint- 
ance: ^ Your name, to quiet your conscience, shall be contracted 

Maria R , though I still think it would do great honour to any 

» « » « « in Britain.* The blank left by pur aamority oan of course 
be easily supplied. 



KB THOHSON TO BUBNS. \, , 

' EdDtborob, 13(^ Oct 1791 

D&A.R Sib — ^I reeeived with nmch satisfaction your pleaauH and 
obliging letter,, and I return my warmest acknowledgments for the 
enthusiasm with which you have entered into our undertaking. We 
have now no doubt of bmng able to produce a collection highly 
deserving of public attention in aU respects. 

I agree with you in thinking English verses, thai haver mierit, very 
eligible^ wherever new verses are necessary, because the English 
becomee every year, more and more, the language of Seotlandr but 
if yon mean that no English verses,' except those by Scottish auttkHt. 
ought to be admitted, I am half inclined to differ from you. I flbeidd' 
consider it unpardonable to sacrifiee one good fiong in the ficeitidh 
dialect, to make room for English yerses ; but if we /can aslect a few 
excellent ones suited to the unprovided or ill-provided, airs, would it 
not be the very bigotry of literary patrio'tism to reject sueh^ merely 
because the authors were bom south of the Tweed ! Our sweet air, 
Mjt ^^o-nn^y 0! which in the collections is joined to the poorest stuff 
that Allan Ramsay ever wrote, beginning,. While ^me for pleaaure 
pmim their healthy answers so finely to Dr Percy's beautifhl song, O 
Kancy, vnU thou go with me f that one would think he wrote it on 
purpose for the air. However, it id not at all our wish to confine yeu 
to English verses : you shall freely be allowed a crinkling ^ yenr 
native tongue, as you elegantly express it; and, moreover, we will 
patiently wait your own time. One thing only I beg, which is^ that^ 
however gay and sportive the Muse may be, she may always be decent. . 
Iiet her not write what beauty would blush to speak, nor wound thai 
charming delicacy which forms the riiost precious dowry of our 
daughters. I do not conceive the spn^ to be the most proper vehicle 
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tk9 wlMgr find brSfiiuit oonoeHi; mm^ty, I Mievc^ dkml4t ^ ito 
prommMit fiMture ; bui m some t>f our songa the writ«« ^^yo oon- 
foundtd ttmpiioity with coarteness and viil^uri^; although, bdtwe«B 
tbaona aad the other, as Dr Beattie well obfervea, there. 10 aa great . 
-a difference «a between a plain auit of clothes and a bundle of rags. 
The humoroua ballad or pathetic cbmplrat is best suited to pur 
artless melodies ; and more interesting, indeed, in all songs, than thm 
most pointed wijb^ dazzling desoriptions, and floweiy fancies. 

With these trite observations, I send you eleven of the aoBfls, fer 
which it is my-w)Sh to substitute others of your writing; I shau sooa 
^ transmit the rest^ and, at the same time, a prospectus of the ^hoU 
collectioB ; and you may believe we will receive imy hiata that yoa 
are so kind as to give for improving the work y/nlth the greatsat 
pleasure and thankfulness* I remain, dear sir, Ice. 



BtJRNS to MR THOMSON. 

Mt BKiR SiB^-Let me tell yon that you are too fastidious in yoi«r 
ideas pf songs and ballads. I own that your criticisms are just : the 
songs yeu specify in your list have, all but one, the faults yon remark 
in them; but who shall mend the matter? Who shall rise up and 
say, < Qo to I I will make a better!' For instance, on reading over 
The Lea-Rig^ I immediately set about trying my hand on it, and, 
after all, I could make nothing more of it thsia the following, which 
Heaven knows, is poor enough :— 

THE LSA-Ria. 
ToNji--Z^ Lea-M^. 

When o^er the hill the eastern Btar 

Tells bughtin time is near, my jo; '^ft^Mlaf 

And owsen frae the Airrowed field, 

Betum sae dowf and weary O ; duU 

Down by the bum, where scented birks 

"W dew are hanging clear, my jo^ 
in meet thee on the lea-rig, ^ 

My ain kind dearie O.' 

In mirkest glen, at midnight honri 

I'd rove, and ne'er be eerie O, 
If through that glen I gaed to thee^ 

My un kind dearie O. 
Although the night were ne'er sae wet^^ . 
" - And I were ne'er sae wearieO, 

I'd meet thee on the lea-rig, 

My ain kind dearie O. 

1 This word, whioh raises an unpleasant idea as to the situation of ths IovhS| 
was snbsequeatly altered hgr tl» foet to wlkl-.* tfldently a gnat !»«*■«««—•.» 
ssjt Dr Ctnris. - ' ... ;. 
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as to tiie vptita^^ Dr T%nj*B TuBbA tt ih^ 
«far» JToiwie, 0/ k jttst It k.b^dM, pcriiipA, tke j&onk befttiilftil 
baUad in tii» SosliAk laognage. Bat let me remark to 70a, iht^ ip 
«Im ■eatunqpt and piyW «f our Scottish airSf them is a paeton^ siiim 
piaeitjf a aomething that one may call the Doric style luad dialect of 
vocal araaic, to wluch a dash of our native tongue a&d maam era ^ 
partiealarlyy nay peculiarly^ ^ypoeite; For this reason, and^ vqpOH, 
my honoor* for th^ reason atone, I am of opinion-— hnt, as I told you 
before, my <^ink>ii is yours, frcHsly yours, to i^sprove mr reject, aa 
yon ploaao that ray bfdlad of Nanmti, O ! might pei4iapa do frar one 
aat of v«r8^ to the tone, tf ow don't let it ^iter into yowr haad 
'tiiat yoa are un^dw any neoes^y <^ taking my Tersesu I have Icmi^ 
ago made up my mmd as to my own reputation in the business Si 
authorship, and have nothing to be pleased or offended at in your 
adoption or rejection of my venses. Though you should reject one 
half of what I g^ve you, I shall be pleased with your adopting the 
Other half, and shall continae to serve you with the same assiduity. 

In the printed copy of My Nannie^ ! the name of the river ia 
horridly prosaic. I will alter it : 

* Behind yon hills where Lngar flows.* 

Oirvan is the name of the river that suits the idea of the stanza 
best^ but Uugar is the most agreeable modulation of syllables. 

I will soon give you a jg;reat many more remarks on .this busineflb ; 
but I have just jm)w an opportunity of conveying you this scraw]^ 
free of postage, an expense that it is ill able to pay^^ so^ with mj 
best dompliments to honest AUan, Gude be wi' ye, &c. 
FridojfnighL 

As I find I hava still an hour to spare this morning befoie mj 
conveyance goes away, I will give you Nam^itiOi at letigili. 

Tour remarks on iwe-bttghtafMarianf are just ; still it has obtainecl 
a place among our moro classical Scottish songs ; and what witk 
many beauties in iia oompositioh; and more prejudices in its fhvour, 
you win not find it easy to supplant it. 

In my very early years^ when I was thinking of going to the West 
Indies^ I took the following farewell of a dear girl. It is quite 
trifiing^ and has nothing of the merits of JEw&hughU; but it will 
fiU up this page. You must know that all my earlier love-songa 
were the breathings of ardent passion, and Uiougfa it might hayo 
bera easy in after-times to have given them a polish, yet tluit polisk 
ta ma, whose they were, and who perhaps alone cared for them, 
would have defaced the legend of my heart, which was so fidthfhlly 
inscribed on them. Their uncouth simplicity was, as ^ey say of 
wines^ th^ race. , ^ 

mtm foXUnn the 8o»g, WiU ye go to the Indies ^ my Maryf Mr ThdmBon did not 
»dot^t the aoi^( in his collection/] « ' 

Ooia Water and Avid Mob M<mis, I think, will most probably be 

I Jbe po«ti«e migrlcBd xmi the fiMt letter of Bonig to Mr Thomaoa i» 8d.--'fe 
KodMtly A\A the poet regard thoM briUiant •oniribatkmi to his frieoa't vmt^ 
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fiURNS TO MR TH0MeK>9. 2» 

iltd next m^^et of my innsiiigtt. However, e^en m my ven^ 
speak onfc yoar criticisms with equal fVankness. My wi^ ig, itot to 
stand aloof, the uncoitiplying bigot of opinidtretSy but cordially to' 
join issue with you* in the fuctbc^r&hc^ of the work. 

A temporary absence occurred «t thi§ time. On his return, ik^ 
bard found a letter of Mrs Dunlop, informing 1iim of the melan- 
choly death of her daaghtei*, Mirs Henri.* 



TO MRS DUNLOP. 

[DuMFRiBS, October 179t.2 ' 

I lUD been from home, and did not receive your letter until my 
return the other day. What shall I say to comfort you, my much- 
valued, much-affliQted friend } I can but grieve with yoil ; otmsola- 
tion I have none to offer» except that which religion holds out to the 
children of affliction — (children of eviction J — how just the expres- 
sion !) — ^and, like every other family, they have matters among them 
which they hear, see, said feel in a serious, all-important manner, of 
which the world has not> nor car^s to have, any ide^ ^he world 
looks indiffisrently on, makes the passing remark^ and proceeds to the 
next novel occurrence. 

Alls, madam! who would wish for many years! What is it but 
•to drag existence until x>ur joys gradually. expire, and leave us in a 
night of misery — like the gloom which blots out the star% one by 
one, from the face of night, and leaves us without a ray of comfort 
in the howling waste! 

I a^i interrupted, and must leavp off. You shall soon hear from 
me again. B. B. 



BtJENS TO MB T^HOMSON* 

Jfovettiber9,yf9t 
, If vou mean, my dear sir, thm idl the songs in your colleetioft 
shidl be poeiry of the first meri^ I am afraid you will find more 
difficulty ih the undertaking thsm you are aware of. There is a 
peculiar rfaythmus in many of otur airs, and a necessity of adapting 
syllables to the emphasis, or what I would call the featore-notes of 
the tune, that cramp the poet^ and lay him under almost inssperable 
difficulties. For instance, in the air, My Wife *» <t Wanton Wee Thing^ 
t£ a few lines smooth and pr6tty can be adi^ted to it, it is all you 
can expeet. The following were made extempore to it ; and though, 
OB further study, I might give you somethipg more profound, yet it 

1 It wai lie obserrod that Burns liere iu«8 a familiar Engliah law»teim la a 
GOHtnuy sense. 

s«B«pt 15, [diedl at Mages, Aiganion, Mrs Henry, widow of the late James 
Beoiy, fisQ^'-^^Md Jf^ 17SS. 



Digitized 



by Google 



854 xjrftA»W0B4iorMMs. 

OMg^ Boi raU tbe ligbUiorva |;aIlop€f ^ ntno weQ'M this rand^i 
oli&k:— 

XT wife's a winsome wee thing. 

She it a winsome wee thing. 
She is a handsome wee things 
8he is a bonnie wee thiDg,i 
^ This sweet- wee wife o' mine. 

I noTer saw a fairer, 

I never loed a dearer ; 

And neist my heart 1*11 wear her^ ' 

For fear my Jewel tine. 

O leeze me on mj wee thing, 
Hy bomiie blithesome wee thing ; 
"fiae lang's Ihae my wee thing,' 
. I'll thi^ my lot diirine. 

Thongh warld's care we share o'(^ 
And may see meikle mair o't; 
Wi' her I'll blithely bear it, 
And ne'er a word repine. 

I have just been looking over the Collrer's Bonnie DochJter; and if 
the following rhapsody, which I <»)mposed the other day on a 
ehatming Ayrshire girl. Miss Lesley Baillie of Mayfield, as she passed 
through this place ^ England, will suit your taste better than thb 
€ltilier Ltisaie, fall on and welcome !^ 

[Here follows Bo)inle £ef&y, which see ontoi.] 

I have hitherto deferred the sublimer, more pathetic airs, until 
more leisure, as they will take, and deserve, a greater efibrt^ Sow* 
ever, tliey are all put into your hands,' as clay into the hands of the 

er, to make one vessel to honour and another to dishonour. 
l¥OU^&C. 



BU1U7S «0 MR THOMSON. 

U(h November I'm, 
Hia&LAND MART. 

IvKU-'Emtharine Ogie, * 

Te banks, and braes, and streams around 

The castle o' Montgomery, 
Green be your woods, and fair your flowers, 

Your waters n6ver dnimlie I ' mudiy 

' BiaouMTipt-' She is a winmmie wee thing.' The altet»ti<m was by >fr Thomson. 
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Th«i9 simmer ^t nn^uld her robe% . 

And there the langest tarry; 
For there I took the last fareweel 

0' my sweet Highland Mary. 

How sweetly bloomed the gay green blrk^ 

How rich the hawthorn's blossom, . 
As underneath their fragrant shade 

I clasped her to my IwsomI 
The golden hours, on angel wings, 

JFlew o'er me and my dearie; . 

For dear to me as light and Hf<^ 

Was my sweet H^b lan d Maxj. 

Vli* mtrnj a vow, and locked embiace^ 

Our parting was fu'i tender; 
And, pledging aft to meet again, . 

H^e tore oursels asunder ; 
But, ohl fell death's untimely frosty 
'" , That nipt rav flower sae early t 

Now green's the sod, and cauld's the day, 

That wraps my Highland Mary I 

O pale, |>ale now, those rosy lips,' 

I aft hae kissed «ae fondly I v 

And cldsed for aye the spaHding glimeo . 

That.dwelt on me si^ kindly : 
And moulderii^ now in ulent diast 

Tluit heart that loed me dearly 1 ^ 
Hat stillr within my bosom's core 

Shall live my Highland Mary. 

' Ht bear Sir— I agree with you that the Bong^Kcfikarine Ogie, Is 
▼ery popr stuff, and unworthy, altogether unworthy, of so beautiful 
an air. I tried to mend it, but the awkward sound, Ogie, recurring 
/SO often ia. the rliyme, spoils every attempt at introducing yenthnent « 
into the piece. The foregoing song pleases myself; I think it is in 
my lumpiest manner : you will see at first gla&ee thlit it suits the 
air. The> subject of the song is one of the most interesting passages 
of my youthfiol days, and I own that I should be much flattered to 
see the verses set to an air which would insure celebrity. Perhaps^ 
after* aU, 'tis the still glowing prejudice of my heart that throws a 
borrowed lustre over the merits of the composition. 

I have partly taken your idea of Avid Bob MorrU, I have 
^idopted tiie~ two first verses, and am going on with ^e song on a 
new plan, which promises pretty well. I take up one w another, 
just as the bee of the moment buzzes in my b^nnet-hig ; and do yop, 
aa/na cSrimoniet make what use you choose of tiie productlona. 
Adieu, &c. 
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Li tliose cbfB, tlie fittle theatre of Dnfl^to was pretty regu- 
larly open each winter under the care of a Mr Btttherland, whom 
we have already seen Bums patronising while he resided at EUIii- 
land. In the corps dranioHque was a Miss 'Fontenelle, a smart 
and pretty little creature, who played Little Fickle in the Spoiled 
Childj and other such characters. Burns, who was fond of the 
English drama, admired the performances of Miss Fontenelle, and 
was disposed to befriend her. We find him taxing his muse in 
her behalf. 

THE aiOHTS OF WOMAN, 
▲N OCClSlONAli APDMttS SPOKBff ET 11188 VOJttKSSLLa ON HU^BENXPrf 

NiOHT [Nov. 26, 1792.] * 

While Europe^s eye is fixed oa mighty things, 
The fate of empires and the (Ml vf kmge ; 
While quacks of Slate timst eaoh produce his p^an. 
And even children lisp the Rtglits of MaA ; 
Amid this mighty fitss just let mo mention, 
The Rights of Woman merit some attention. 

First, in the sexes* intermixed connection, . 
One sacred Right of Woman is — Protection. 
^ The tender flower that lifft its head, elate. 
Helpless, must faH before the blasts of fete. 
Sunk on the earth, defaced its lovely fonn, 
Unless your shelter ward th' impending. storm. 

Our second Right — bnt needless here is caution^ 
To keep that right inviolate's the fashion^ 
Each man of sense has it so full before him, 
HeM die before he'd wrong itv-*tis Decorum. . 
There was, indeed, in far less polished days, 
' A time when rough rude man had naughty ways ; 
Would' tfwagger, ewear, getk drunk, kick up a riot>' 
Nay, even Uius invade a lady's quiet. 
Kow, thank our stars I these Oothic times are fled; 
Now, well-bred men— Mid you are all well-bred—^ 
Mobt justly ^itk (and we are much 'the gainers) 
Such conduet neither spiri^ wit; nor manners.' 

For Kight the third, our last, our best, our dearest, 
That right to fluttering female hearts the nearest, 

> The bill of the night annoonoM the Cbtmtrp (Hrt m the plity, and that, theT»> 
after. * MiM Fontenelle ^U driver a new eeca«loaal AddnM^ vdtteii by Mr 
Robert BttTM. called Tfu Bights n/ Woman-'r-DunsfHeKTu^ei Newpap$r, 

• An inmlQal aUoaion to the annual aaturnalla of the Onledonian Hunt at 
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Which et^irihfi Sights of KiM in low prOBM^ 
lioet humbly own— ^dt dear, mur Adnuratiwii i 
in tBat hleet sphere ahiae we live and moYe ; 
Ther» taste that life of life — immortal lov^* 
Smiles, glances, sighs, tears, fits, fiirtatious, airs^ 
^Gainst sueh au host wliat fiinty savage dares— ^ 
When awfiil Beauty joins with all her charms, 
Who is so, rash as rise in rebel arms ! 
But truce with kings and truce with constitutions, 
With btoody armaments and revolutions^ 
Let mi^esty your first attention summon, 
Ahlfairal the majesty of woman ( 



TO MISS VONTENELUC. 

Hadam— In such a l)ad world as ours, those who add to Ihe 
scanty sum of our pleasures are positiv^y our benefactors. To you, 
madam, on our humblei Dumfries boards, I have been more indebted 
for entertainment than ever I was in prouder theatres. Your charms 
as a woman would insure applause to the most indifferent actress, 
and your theatrical talents would insure admiration to the plainest 
figure. This, madam, is not the unmeaning or insidious compliment 
of the frivolous or interested ; I pay it iVom the same honest impulse 
that the sublime of nature excites my Admiration, or her beauties 
give me deUght. 

Wilt.ihe foregoing lines be of any service to you in your approach* 
ing> befnefit n^^ht f If they will, I shall be prouder of my Muse tliaa 
ever. They are nearly extempore : I know they have no great 
merit ; but though they should add but litde to the entertainment 
of the evening, they give me the happiness of an opportunity to 
deelaret how much I have the honour to be, &c. R. B. 



TO HI88 VONTBKBUJi, ON SEEING BSB IN A PAYOTnOTB 
CHARACTER. 

■ ■ * . 

Sweet nahret^ 'Of featuvo, 

8impl«, wild, enehanthig el^ ' 

Not to tho^ but thanks to Natore^ 
Thou art acting but thyself. 

Wert thon awkward, sttf, afieoted, 
Sparaing nature, torturing art ; 

Loves and graces idl fejeotedi 
TfaiiB iik&ed thea'dst aot a ^art 
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Tttt KoHMiiM of ty» yotr— the toM wiiiii lus iba|^ter waa 
giTcn tohim, aad wlieB he found leisiiitt and spirks to attend the 
theatre and confer on a favourite actreia the help of his pen — 
i^pean to have been a period of dariuiefla with Boms. We oan 
tee in some of his letters of this period the contortions of a spirit 
which feh itself under an unworthy bondage, and altogether out of 
haruKmy with drcnmstances. 

Mrs Riddd was about to bespeak'a plaj at the theatre : 



TO XBS mPBEL. 

I an thinking to -tend mj Address to some periodical pohlication, 
but it has not got your sanction ; so pray look over it 

As to the Tuesday's play, lei me beg of yon, my dear madam, to 
give OS The Wonder^ a Woman ieeps a SecrUJ to which ploaae 
add The SpoiU Child— ytm will highly obli^ me by so doing. 

Ah, what an enviable creatore you are! There now, this cnrsed 
gloomy Uoe-devil day, you are going to a party of chmce isqpirits — 

* To pU J the •hapev ' • 
Of ftoUo fiuMj, And iBoeoMiit form 
Those rapid i^ctaree, an awieinMfid train 
Of fleet ideas, never joined before, 
Where lively wU excites to ga j surprise ; ' 
Or folly-painUnf hmmaur, grave himself. 
Calls langhter forth, deep flhalriiig eraiy narre.' 

Bnt as yon rejoice with them that do r^oice, do also remen^er to 
weep with them that weep, and ^ly yoor melancholy friend. 

Another lady had agreed to honour a ben^t with her patroa- 



Madam — ^You were so very good as to promise me to honour my 
friend with your presence on his benefit night. That night is ^x^ 
for Friday first : the play a most inteiresting <me— ^%e Wmy to Ktep 
Him, I have the pleasure to know Mr G. wdL His merit as an 
actor is generally acknowledged. He has genius and worth which 
would do honour to patronage : he is a poor and modest inan ; claims 
which, from their very sUenee^ have the more forcible power on the 
generous heart. Alft*» for pity ! that from Uie indolence of those 
who have the good things of this life in their gift, too often does 
brazen-fronted importunity snatch that boon, the rightful due of 
retiring, humble want \ Of all the qualities we asisign to the Author 
and Director of Natture, by far the most enviable is, to be able * to 
wipe away aU tears trom allf eyes.' O what insignificant, sordid 
wretohsa are they» however chance may have loaded them witk 
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treiUtl^ ivlio go to tlieir graves, to tlieit nngmficeiii fitcmaoleuffnti with 
hardlj the consciousneM of having mack one poor hoaest heart 
happj. 
But I crav9 your pardon, madam; X came to beg, hot to preach. 

B. B. . 



TOMSSRIDDXL. 

I WILL wait on yon, my ever^valned friend, bni trfaether in the 
morning I am not sore. Sunday closes a period of our cunt ravenUe 
hiisiaess^ and may probably keep me employed with my pen 
mitil noon. Fine employment for a poet's pen! There is a 
species of- the human genius that I call the ^fm-horse doss : what^ 
enviable dogs they arel Bound, a&d round) and iH>und they ge. 
MundeU's ox, that drives his cotton-miIL,i is their exact prototype 
— withomt an idea or wish beyond their circles-fat, sleerk, stupid, 
patient, quiet, and contented; while here I sit, altogether Kovem^ 

berish, a d m^kngO of fretfulness and meiancho^ ; not enough 

of the one to rouse me to passion, nor of the other to repose me in 
torpor ; my soul flouncing and fluttering round her tenement, Uke a 
wild-flnch, caught amid the hofrors of winter, and ne^ly thrust into 
a cage. Well, I am persuaded that it was of me the Hebrew, sage 
prophesied, when he foretold — ^* And, behold, on whatsoever this man 
)doth set his hear^ -it shall not prosper!' If my resentment b 
awaked, it ia sure to be where it dare not squeak ; and if— * * * 

Pray that wisdom and bliais be more frequent visitors of 
' . - B. B. 

It is somewhat startling to find this sudden access of melati- 
choly in the midst of ^ bustling routine of business which left 
little time for meditation^ and while the Muse was eager to use 
every spare moment for those pastoral effusions which so much 
gratified Mr Thomson. The source of the evil does not seem 
to have been in any part of the external lot of Bums. Again 
* MOI-MEME ' was his worst enemy. . 

In the^ummer of 1790, as well as in that of the^ subsequent year, 
Mrs Bums had left her husband for several weeks, while she 
visited her father and mother at Mauchline. It was natural 
for the young wife to desire to spend a little time with her own 
relations, ^nd to shew them her thriving young brood ; but it 
was an injudicious step for the wife of such a husband : it tended 
to break the good domestic habits ' which for some time our 
poet had been forming. His sister Agnes, who had been 
at EUisland from the beginning superintending the dairy, used 

, ^ A sBiall ooUon-miU ^tongtngtoa Mr Mundell waaat thU time in full aotiyit^ 
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• 
to say that ihB nerer knew him fkil to keep good boon at tiig^ 
tai thd first unlucky absence of her siBter^in-law in Ayrshire. 
When there is no loved one at the fireside to be pleased by a 
husbaad^S early return to that region of connubial happiness, one 
great reason for regularity in the life of the husband is wanting. 
When .a wife Is long absent, the loyalty of the naost devoted 
husbands will be apt in some sqiall degree to abate. These 
dangers were partieularly great in the case of ^ social -spirited, 
impressionable man like Robert Bums, of whom^we- hare seen 
his brother state that, with regard to his bachrtor lores, ^ whifas 
one was reigning paramount in bis affections, he was freq^mt^ 
encountering other attractions, which formed so many under-plols 
in the drama of his love.' That openness to a succession of 
new and supervening passions which had been closed since Iris 
marriage two years ago, appears to have been Renewed during 
the absence of the legitimate divinity. Bums, in short — and it 
«eems best to be at once brief and explicit -r- forgot on this 
ocoatton a sacred obligation, and eSUU:>li8hed what was to him « 
•ource of (Mstressful recollection -for the remainder of his liie. 
The story is one of bitterness and humiliation to all the admireia 
of this great genius, for who can but grieve to think of noble 
qualities of mind and heart degraded by such errors? Yet it i« 
not a tale without its redeeming traits. It presents us, first, a 
poor girl, lost to the reputable world; next Bums, seeking an 
asylum fpr a helpless iniant at his brother^s ; ' then a magnanimou9, 
wife interposing with the almost romantically r generous offer to 
become herself its nurse and guardian. Here one could almost 
persuade himself he saw a final cause for sin in the generous 
atoning sacrifices which it may evoke from the innocent' for the 
sake of the guilty. The babe was soon after found by Jean's 
&ther in the same cradle with a child of lifer own, and (irew from 
ium the surprised inquiry if she had again Iwtd. twins; when 
she quietly answered, that the second baby was one of whom she 
was taking temporary charge for a sick friend. She brought up 
the little girl to womanhood with an unvarying kindness <^ 
demeanour which created a filial degree of attachment; and we 
caunot doubt that she never uttered one word of complaint on 
the Subject to her repentant husband. 

^ It was just at the crisis at which we are now arrived that Mrs 
Bums accidentally became aware of the evil consequences of her 
Mauchllne visits. Though the ia^ct was regarded on her part 

1 This cbild (Atiiined the nmne of Elizabeth, Which wat a fitvourite one with 
fiumt^ ana borne by each of all the three daughters born to him. She is nbw (1851) 
a Mn Thomson, In hnmbU life a<} Folloo^Bfaawa, R«iflrewiriiire, And it «ald to i^id 
aUhiadiikliea the imly one itrikiB^ like UmaeU .. 
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wkk a hmsfetlj n^Ubess, the mmsetoiisiiess of his error did not 
Hiid less gell the sensitiTe spirit of our poet. Let us hope that 
hh( meiitid puns did qot solely refer to the mere disooTety of hi* 
goilt, or to the penalty of vexatio^M and hard-bome expenses 
which it brought upon him. It is, however, a signlfieant &ct, that 
one of those fits of melancholy tinged with splenetic views of 
society which make their appearance in Bums*s letters, coincide^ 
in time with an aff&ie which we know must have been attended 
with grievous self-aecosations. l^ay we not reasonably suspect that , 
others of his nusanthrc^ic effusions sprang from ^he hearths own ' 
IKtteiiMsa with itself? Alasf is not this the ordinary explanation of 
such effiisk>B8?> Is there really in the world anything greatly to 
discompose a man, besides the Promethean vnltnre of a s^ise o^ 
kiiB own errors^ 

Amidst all chafings of the pained spirit, our bard eouli carry 
on his pleasant correspondence with Mr Thomson respecting 
new songs proposed for old melodies — pastoral sighings Ibreftthed 
while his own soul was wholly out of joint, and most men wbre 
gasing appalled at what appeared an outbreak of Tartarus in a 
Beighbouring country. 



MB THOlfSON TO BURNS. 

BDiivBu&ax, S0V, 179ft 
DsAB Bnr^l was just going to^ write io yoo, that on meeting with 
your Nannie I had &Uen violently in love with her. I thauS yoQ» 
therefore, for sen^g the eharming rustie to me, in the dress you 
wish her to appear before the pnbUo. She does you great credit, 
and will soon be admitted into the best company. 
/ I regret that your song fbr the LtotBig is so short : the air is 
easy, soon sang, and Tory pleasing ; so thaVif ^^ singer sU^ at the 
end of two stMizas, it is a pleasure lost ere it is well possessed. . 

Although a dash of our native tongue and maimeiB is donhUess 
peoeliariy congenial and appveprmte to enr nelodtes, yet I shall be 
able ¥t prasent a considerable number of the very Flowers of JBkiglish 
song, well adapted to those moloc^which,^iik Bng^lUMl at least, wtU 
1^ the meane of veeommendiBg diem to still grsi^ atteailoB Ihaa 
they have firooored there* ]|ut you will obMffve my plan is^ that 
every air shall, in the first phioe, have verses wholly by Scottish 
poets ; aiMl-tUat those of Bnglish writei* shaH Ibllow as additkinid 
songs for the oheice of the ^nger. 

what you say of the Swe-huglda is just ; I admire it,, and never 
meant to su^lant it All I requested wa% that you would. try yow 
hand •n.semeef the infsrior staaAts, which ar^afpare^Uy no pact 
of the <»i^b[ial 80D( j but thkl daao^uig^-baoi^tliasei:^ ia«f 
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suffident length though thotse inferior staasasbe omittod, mt ttiej 
wiU foe hy the ein^r of ttste. Ton ttuut not think I expect all the 
iongs-to he of tupertativeinerit ; that were an nnreMonahle expec- 
tation. I am aensihle that no poet can sit down doggedly to pen, 
Tersee, and succeed well at all times. 

I am highly pleased with yonr humorons and amorous rhapsody 
OQ Bonnie Ledeg ; it is f^ thousand times better than the ColUef^a 
Lassie. * The deil he couldna scaith thee/ &c. is an eccentric and 
happy thought. Do yon not think, however, that the names of sueh 
old heroes as Alexander sound rather queer, unless in pompons or . 
mere burlesque verse t Instead of the tine, ^And never made 
anither,' I would humbly suggest,' And ne'er made sic ani^er ;' and 
I would fain have you sulMtitute some, other line for f Batiim ta 
Osiedonie^' in the last verse, because I think this altevation of the 
orthography and^of the sound of Caledonia, disfigures the word, and - 
rsnders it Hudihrsstie. 

Of the other song, My Wife*B a WinMome Wee Tldng^ I think the 
. first eig^t lines very good ; but I do not admire the other eight, 
b^vause four of them are a bare repetition of the first verses. I 
have been trying to spin a stanza, but could make nothing bett^ 
than the following : do you mend it, or,^ Torick did with &e love-! 
letter, whip it iqp in your own way :— 

O leeze me on my wee thing, 
My bonnie blithesome wee thing ; ' '^ 
Sae lang's I hae my wee thing, 
I'll think my lot divine. 

Though warld's care we share 6 't» 
And may see meikle mair o't, 
Wi' her I'U blithely bear it, 
And ne'er a word refnae. 

. Ton psfTcetva, my dear sbr, I avail mysdf of the liberty which you 
condescend to allow me by speaking freely what I tMnk. Be* 
assured, it is not my diiqpcftition to pick out the faults of any poem 
or picture I see ; my first and chief object is to discover and be 
delighted with the beauties of the piece. If 1 sit down to examine 
critically, and at leisure, what perhaps you have written in hasten I 
may happen to obsertt^ cardess -liaes^ the repdrusal of which might 
lead ypu te improve them. The wr<»n will often see what has been 
overlooked by the eagle. I rraaain yours. faiUifiill^, Ice. 

P. /fi'.—'Tovr verses upon Migkkmd Mary are just come to han4 1 
they breathe the genuine spirit of poetry, and, like the music, will 
last for ever. Sndr verses, united to ^uch an air, with the deUcate 
hatmony of Pleyel superadded, might form a treat wor^ of beii^ 
pr^eated to ApolW himself. I have heard the sad stoiy of ypur 
-M«K7llo«alwa^«eaminq»ii!0d whenyoa ^^rite of h^r. 
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BUBNS TO MB THOMSON. 

DuMritpai, l«t Dec. 1792. 
TovR alterations ^f M}^ Nannie^ 0/ are perfectly right. So are 
those of My W\fe*9a Winsome Wee Thing, Your alteration of the 
seeond stanza is a positive improvement, l^ow, my dear sir^ with 
tb» freedom which characterises our correspondence, I must not, 
cannot alter jB|onnt6 Ledey, TOu are right; the word 'Alexander' 
makes the Kne a little uncouth, but I think the thought is pretty. 
Of Alexander, beyond all other heroes, it may be said, in the 
Kiblime language of Scripture, that 'he went forth conquering and 
to conquer.' 

For nature made her what she is. 

And never made anither. (Such a person as she is.) 

^is is, in my opinion, more poetical than * Ne'er made sic anither.' 
However, it is immaterial ; make it either way. ' Caledonte,' I agree 
with you, is not so good a word as could be wished, thongli. it is 
sanctioned in three or fetir instances by Allan Bamsay ; but I can- 
not help it. In short, that i^ecies of stanza is the most difficult 
that I have ovef tried. 

The JDefikJ?^ is as follows :— 



THB LEA-RIC(. 
^wx-^The Lea 'Riff: 

When o'er the hill the eastern stai 

Tells bughUn tipie is near, my jo; 
And owsen frae the furrowed field 

Ketum sae dowf and weary Qt. : 
Down by the burn, where scented birks ^ 

Wi' dew are hanging clear, my }o, 
111 meet theo on the lea-rig", 

My am kind dearie O. 

In mirkest glen^ at midnight hour^ 

I'd rove, and ne'er be eerie O, 
If through that glen. I gaed to thee. 

My ain kind dearie O. 
Although the night were ne'er sae wild. 

And I were ne'er sae wearie 0,. 
I 'd meet tiiee on Uie lea^rig, 

My ain kind deario 0» 

> Fo» < Boentm V^kB,* in iometjopies ^IMcen imOib 
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The Irantor loes the morniag sbh, 

< To rouse the momitaui deer* my Ji>: 

At noon the fisher seeks the |^n. 

Along the bum to steer, ^ jo ; 
€Ke me the hour o' gloMnin gray. 

It nisks my heart sae teheery 0, 
To mjset thee.ea the lea*rig9 

My am kind dearie 0* 

I aa iBtetmpted. Toitfi^ lea 



BURNS TO MB THOMSOIT. 



AUU> ROB VORRXg. 



iShJketmbfrVm. 



There's auld Rob Morris that wons in yon glen, dwells 

He's the king o^ goid fellows and w^e o* auld men ; ehatoe 
He has gowd in his coffers, he has owsen and kine^ 
And ae boniue lawflit^ his daiiing and mine. 

She's fresh as the nioming, the fairest in May ; 
She's sweet as the evening amang the new hay; 
As blithe and as artless as the lambs on the lea, . 
And dear to my heart as the light to my ee. 

But chl she's an heiress, anld Robin's alaird. 

And my daddie has nought bat a oot-honse and yard ; 

A wooer like me mannna h^>e to oome speed, 

The wounds I must hide that will soon be my dead, dastb 

The day comes to me^ bot delight teings me nane ; 
The night comes to me, but my rest it is gane ; 
I wander my lane like a nigtit-troubled gluust, 
And I sigh as my heart it wad burst in my breast. 

had she but been of a lower degree, 

1 then might hae hoped sh4 wad smiled upon me J 
O how past descriving had then been my bliss^ 
As ROW my distiRctien Ro words can express ! 



DUNCAN GRAY. 



Duncan Gray cam here to woo» . 

Ha, ha, th^' wooing o% 
On blithe Tule-night when we were fouy 

fia|ha»4he wMil])g o'k 
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Ma^e coost lier h^ fu' hig^ ^ 
Looked aeklenfc and unco ske^h, oay 

Gart poor Duncan stand abeigh ; gi^oi 

Ha, ha, the wooing o*t. 

Duncan fieeched, and Dtmoan prayed; itottmd 

Ha, ha, && ; 
Meg was deaf as Ailaa Cnug^ . 

H%ha,^ 
Duncan ^ghed baith out 49d 1% 
Grat his eon baith bleett and bUnV wpfit 

. Spak o' lowpin* ower a linn j 

Ha^hay&c. 

O^e and chance aro but a tide^ 

Haj ha» ^. ; 
Slighted love is sair to bide, 

Ha,ha,lM). , 

^all I, Uke A fool, ^ol^ he^ 
For a haughty hizzie die I jai^ , 

She may gao to— Fnnoe forme I 
f Ha;, ha^ &c. 

How it comes let d,octors tell, 

Ha, ha, &c. ; 
IWfog grew sick— fls he grew hea!, 

Ha,ha,&c 
Sometiung in her bosom Wrii^^ ^ ' 

For relief a sigh she brings ; 
And ohy her een^ they spiSt sio thingal 

Ha,ha,&c 

Duncan waa a lad o' grace, 

Ha, ha, &c. ; 
Maggie's was a piteous case, 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Duncan couldiia be her dea^ 
Swelling pity smoored Jus wrath ; 
Kow they're cFouse and canty bakh ; 

Ha,ha,&o. 

The foregoing I submit, my dear mr, to your better judgment- 
Acquit them or c<mdemn them as seemeth good in your sight 
jptmcan Oray is Uiat kind of light-horse gallop of an air which 
precludes sentiment. The ludicrous is its ruling feature. 

AM Bob Morris was written by Bums on the basis of & rude 
old ditty which appears in JohmovCa Mv/mm,^ and of which ho 

. 1 A WiU-kiunra wdqr Met iA t]|0 FirUi of Clyd«i 
III. M 
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retained only tbe two mitial Hnes. l^e secoBcl stanza was designed 
as a desoriptton of Charlotte Hamilton. So Barns hunj&elf told 
Mite Dtmlop, who communicated the fact to Major Adair, Char- 
lotte^s son, who again is my informant. 

Duncan Gray is likewise composed on the imsis, and to the 
tune, of a rude old song in JohnaovC^ MtmurHf the name of 
the hero being alone retained. 

The first eighteen months of Bums^s life in Dumfries present 
him as occupying a very sms^ dwelling on the first fioor of the 
house in the Wee Vennel (now Bank Street.) He has three small 
apartments, each with a window to the street;, besides periiaps a 
small kitchen in the rear. The small central room, about the size 
ef a bed-closet, is the only place he has in which to*seclude,himself 
for study. On the ground -floor immediat^y underneath, his 
friend John Syme has his ofiSce for the distribution of stamps. 
Over head is an honest blacksmith called George Ha^gh, whom 
Bums treats en a feniliar footing as a neighbour* On the 
opposite side of the street is the poet^s landlord, Captain Hamilton, 
. a gentleman of fortune aud worth, who admires Burns, and o/ten 
asks him to a family Sunday dinner. The Nith rolls within a* 
hundred yards, but it is not here a fining, pebbly stream, as at 
£llisland, with green, broomy banks, but a sluggish tidal river, 
admitting 4>f small craft from Cipnberland and Liverpool. It was 
professionally a btlsy time with Bums ; so much so, that one would 
have thought he had little time for dissipatioa. Nevertheless, he 
did not eifcape the snare. 

Dumfries was then a great stage on the road from ihigland to 
the north of Ireland; the Caledonian Hunt occasionally honoured 
it with their meetings; and the county gentlemen were necessarily 
often within its walls. Its hotels were consequently. widl frO" 
quented; and when a party of strangers found themselves 
aasembled there, with no other means of passing an evaiing, they 
were very apt to make an effort to obtain the company of Bums, 
the brilliant inteUectnal prodigy of whom fame apoke so loudly. 
Now it certainly was a most unreasonable thing f(Hr such persons 
to expect that they were to draw Bums away from his hnmble 
home, and his wife and little ones, to bestow his time, strength, 
and spirits merely for the amusement of a set of people whom he 
probably never saw before and was never to see again. Equally 
absurd was it for Bums to yield to such invitations, and render 
himself up a voluntarily-enslaved Samson to make sport for such 
a set of Philistines. Yet so it is, that gentlemen, or what were 
called such in those days, would send messages for Bums, biddi]% 
him come to the 'King's Arms,' the * George,' or the * Globe,' as 
it might be, and there drink with thmn. And equally true it i% 
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though most ktnentabfe, that Bomd did tiot fed dftUed upon hy- ■ 
-any principlej efther of respect to hnnself or regard for his genm- v 
wife and innocent children, to reject these unworthy inTitatibns, 
Sure was he to answer on the spur of the moment in some such 
good-humoured terms a» these— 

The kii^a most humble servant^ I 

Can. scarcely spare a minute ; , ' 

But I'll be with you by and b)^, 
Or else the devil's in it* ^ 

And sure was he in time to make his appearance before the 
strangm, meditating at &%t of coune only a social houri b«t 
certain to be detained for hour after hour, till perhaps the cock 
had given his first, if not his second accusing crow^ 

According to all accounts, it was- not a love of debauchery foi . 
its own sake tlmt rendered Bums the Victim of this sy stent. Nor 
ean we doubt that he felt himseK in error in giving way to such 
jbemptationsi Why, then, could he ifot resist them? Need w« 
answer that the first grand cause was his social, fervent tempera*^ 
teent, his delight in that ideal abnegation of the- conmion selfii^ 
policy of the World irhich arises amongst boon-companione over t^ 
bowl ? He could not but know the hollowness of convivial- friend* 
ship; yet he could not resist the pleasing deceit^ Bums, more- 
over, thou]^ a pattern of modesty amongst poets, wi^b not by any 
means so insenidble to flattery as his more ardent admirers would 
$n general represent him; He would have been more than mortal 
if he had been beyond all sensibility to distinction on account of^ 
his extraordinary intellect. Notwithstanding, then, his great pride, 
and the powerfud self-assertion which he had sometimes shewn, hff -^ 
oertainly f^ no small pleasi^re in being so signaUsed by these 
*l^ebtlemenr strangers, and in seeing himself set up amoi^st them as ■ 
% luminary. It was the ready compensation for that equality with- 
i^omtnbn functioBaries, Mid that condemuation to a constant contaot . 
with the vulgar, in which his professional fate condemned hk» to 
epend the most of his time. A vigorous will might have saved 
htm from fallkig^mider this influence ; but here again our poet was 
sadly deficient. And yet he was occasionally sensible that his 
course was a wrong one*^ Of this there is proof in a very interest- 
ing anecdote preserved by the family of his neighbour, George 
Haugh. One summer morning, this worthy citizen had risen some^ 
what earlier than usual to work : Bums soon after came up to his 
shop-door, on his way hofce from a debauch in the * King's Arms.' * 
The poet, though excited by the liquor he had drunk, addressed' 
his neighbour in a sufficiently collected manner. * O George,' said 
h^ ' yoa asfr & hi^y man ; you have ri^^a from a refreshing deep, 
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afid left a Uad irii^ iBid iMina^ white I am r^mniiig a m^ 
oopdemaed wretdi to mme.* And yet he would go simung oo. 

Clariada*0 visit to the Weet ladies had proved anfortani^^ 
fier hosj^and ree^ved her coldly; hia temper was Insapportably 
bad; and ehe was mortified to find how grofldy im&ithM he had 
been during the period of their separation. Sh« was at the same 
time admonished by the state of her health, that she could not 
expect long to bear the efkcts of a warm climate. She therefore 
returned to Scotland in August, and recommenced that quiet 
course of life wMoh sustained no further interruption till her 
d«ath-*an event poM^nad to take i4ace amidst a differei^ gene- 
ration. In ^nsequence, probably, of the weak^ied state to which 
, she was reduced by her voyage, i^e did not immediat^y write to 
Bums. The bard addressed two letters to her friend, Miury Fea- 
eook, mqimrmg after the quondam * mistress of his soul ; * but they 
unfortunately miscarried. He had condnded to write no more, 
when that sensibility to antiivetsanes whi^ he had already 
ittewn in the case of Highland Mary, overthrew his res(dutiim. 
Be ivmembered the parting of the 6th of Deeember in the patf 
year^ with its an^ished outburst: * Had we never loved aaa 
kin^y,' and penned a third brief epistle to the young lady. 

IX) MISS MAtlT PEACOCK* 

Dec (J, 1792. 

Dbui Madam^->I have wx-itten so often to you and have got no 
answer, that I had resolved never to lift up a pen to you again ; but 
this eventful day, the sixth of Decern^, recalls to my memolT' 8a<^ 
a scene ! Heaven and earth ! when I remember a far-distant person ! 
■^but no more of this' until I learn from you a proper address, and ' 
why m]r letters have fain by you' unanswered, as^ tins it the thtrd- 1 . 
.have sent you. The opportunities will be all gone now, I fear, of 
•ending over the book I mentioned in my last. Do not write ma 
for a wedc, M 1 riiall not be at home, but as soon aliber th|tt aa 
posailde. 

Ance mair I hail thee^ thou gloomy Deeember, 
Anoe mair I hail thee wf soirow and care ; ■ • 
.; ' Bire wias the parting thou bids me remember. 
Parting wi* ^^ancy^ oh, ne'er to meet mairl 
Your% R. B.^ 

It appears from this letter that the return of Mrs M^Lehose in 
the preceding August was as yet unknown to Bums. We shall 
speedily see the subject revived; but in the meantime stem^ 
matters call for attention. 

^ Thfiilott^ first appeared in PtokerlngrB eOMon of Bttna^Foettk 
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' A motft «TeiitftthyBar i/ma now-dfaTnnj^ to a dese. In Frftnce, ' 
Httdev the Ihreatened iBterf^reace of the GermaB states and the 
mni^rhjVaoderiktUm and cdCstitntionalism ha() been ^oroed to give 
way beliMw wild democracy; the king was a prlsonef, threatened 
with oapiti^ punishment^ the blood of thousands of lojralists had 
he&k shed without fbnn of law in PaHs; a republic was estab^ 
lislrad, threatening with the aid of its victorious arms to revolu- - 
tionise other comttries. We ^ve seen that in February searoelv 
ttfty apprehension was felt for either the contagion of French 
polities Of the possibility of war. A rapid, (^ange had ^taken 
I^Ukce during the ydar. Pained Essay on the Eights of Man^ and 
other publications believed to be of a sedftioug tendency, had 
a];^pef»*ed. In the course of smnmer, societies taking the name of . 
l^Viends of (he People were established in many pa^s of the. 
empire, manifesting tmly a deshre of * stemming the torretit (A 
eortxiption,' and bringing about' * a redress of real grievuioes/ 
casing for as specific measures * a full, free, and equal repl-esen- . 
tation of the people/ and a shortening of the dNmrtion of parlia- 
ments — earefuUy disclaiming all extreme and ^dangerous courses, 
aad prdesshig to seek by timely reform the pemHm^nee of the 
ancient institutfens of the country — yet felt by those in the 
management of a£bira, and by the great bulk of the influential' 
olassesy to be, in tiieir practical l^earing on the time, of evil omen 
to the peace of society. Such • societies were supported by a 
mere handM of men above the vulgar; and the general feeling in 
England was one of good affection towards the reigning sovereign 
i^id the institutions of the country^ Indeed, Paine himself had 
been mobbed at Dover; and disloyal men generally found them* 
selves by no means in favour with ttic public. Nevertheless, 
towards-the dose of the year the government became seriously 
uneasy about seditious publications and seditious practices and 
opinions. It was now coiitemplating hostilities against the 
French, on the ostensible ground of their infraction of the rights 
of the Dutch in the opening of the Scheldt, but in realify for the 
-purpose of repelling, and, if possible, extingukhmg, a qnrit which 
was felt to be dangerous to all altars and all thrones. A sound 
^itit in its own officers of all grades and services might wdl in 
such cimmistances be felt of importance. 

\ Bums had continued to sympathise with the French, notwith- 
standing an blots in their reforming career. He did not hesitate 
in company to express an unfevourable opinion of the warlike 
policy about to be adopted by the English ministry, and to avow 
his persevering desire of those reforms which had long been' 
demanded by the Whig party. He would even, in the heat ai 
discourse, dtf)9tmoe pi;di>lic meta in terms ttix less remarkable lor 
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their jnslke Haok thttr y^emeiioe «Ad cervciity* It ^les not 
appear that he had gone the kxigdi of openly joming ^my of th9 
affiliated societies called Friends of the People; bat his other 
demonstrations were suffieien^y impmdeot. As an exaniple i*^% 
paper caUed the Gaeetteer had been started in Edinburgh by a 
gentleman named Captain Johnstone, for the ptirpose of a^vocadnf 
the reforming viewsl Now Johnstone was so noted aa a xeformet, 
that at an aggregate meeting or convention of repreeenlatiTes 
from the different societies, which took plaoe in Jajnes^s Court, 
Edinburgh, on the 22d of November, he being observed in . 
the room, was unanimously called to take the chair, wfakdi, 
however, he declined doing. A few months afterwards he was 
imprisoned by the authorities, as was likewise the succeeding 
editor of the Gazetteer, I have heard even the printer — who, 
by the by, hacl been an honest Jacobite — tell how hia being 
Qonoemed in this ill-odoured paper stopped hia credits banks 
and made him a marked man, till his entering a.loyid vofamteer 
regiment ip some degree restored his good name. Bums, like . 
WilUe Ghurlace and his friends in Hector M^Neill^s poem, * g^ ^ 
GoeeUeer;^ and these were the terms in which 1^ ordered it: 

TO CAPTAIN JOHNSTONB. 

DuMPRiBft, Nov, 13, 1793. 

Sir — ^I have just read your prospectus of the Edinburgh Oazetbier* 
If you go cm in your paper with the same spirit, it will, beyond all 
comparisoUt be the first compoeition of the kind in Burope. I 
befi^ leave to insert my name as a subscriber, and if you have already 
published any papera, please send me them from the beginning. 
.Point out your own way of settling payments in this place, or I ahi^ 
settle wi& you through the medium of my Mend, Peter Hifly - 
bookseller in EdiiU^urgh. 

Qo on, sir 1 Lay bare with tmdaunted heart and steady hand 
tihat horrid mass of comiptiMi ci^led politics and state-oraft Dare . 
to draw in their native colours those — 

* Caltft-itdnktbg viUaiBS Ti^om no Iftith can fine/ 

whatever be the shibboleth of their pretended party. 

The address to me at Dumfries will find, sir, your very humble 
servant^ Kobert Buiufs^ 

Whether this letter was ever seen by any emissary of power it 
is not likely that the fact of Bums gettmg the Gazetteer -^^Ji 
unobserved in Dumfries. I would .not assert that that fact for " 
- certain operated to his disadvantage ; but when I remember that, 
so lately as 1817, an emissary of the Lord Advocate traced oat 
thesubsOriberQ .to a liberal newspaper then sti^r;!^ in £dix^iiii;g^ 
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— the fiwt that could obtain a footing after the Gaaetteer-^l must 
admit that, if the fact was known, it could not fail, as being an 
overt tangible act on his part, to draw down upon him the dis- 
pleasure of tb^e who trembled for the safety of the national insti- 
tutions. At anyrate we see in it the tendency of Bums's mind 
regarding the fearful questions at this time agitating the public, 
and the degree of fervour with which he allowed himself to speak 
even to those in whose prudence he had no reason to place -con- 
fidence. It is to be feared also that he gave voice to some of his 
feelings in the form which was the most apT to give them currei^cy^ 
and thus expose their author. From the allusions^ it seems 
hi^y probable that he at this time threw off the following song 
eompHmentary to the leaders of the reforming party in the House 
, of Commons :-^ 

H£R£'S ▲ HEALTH TO THBM THAT'S AWA. 

ToNK^^ere V a H«atth to them that *s awa. 

Here's a health to them that^s awa. 
Here 's a health to them that 's awa ; 
And wha winna wish guid luck to our canse. 
May never guid luck be their faM 
It's guid te be merry and wise,^ 
^ It 's guid to be honest and true, 

It *s guid to support Caledonia's cause. 
And bide by the buff and the blue. 

Here 's a health to them that's awa. 
Here's a health to them that's awa ; 
Here's a health to Charlie ^ the chief q' the das. 
Although that his band be sma'. 
^y libtf ty meet wi' success t 
May prudence protect her frae evil ! 
' May tyrants and tyrkany tine in the mist^ 
AikI wander their way to ^e devil I 

' Here's a health to them that's aw% 
Here's a health to them that's awa; 
^ Here 's a health to Tammie,^ the JN<>rland laddie^ 
That lives at the, lug o' the law 1 
Here'e l^edom to him that wad read, 
Here's freedom to him that wad waite I 
There's nane ever fe^ffed that the truth shenld be heard^ 
But they wham the truth wad indite.^ 

y Charles JaxaefrPox. Boff an4 blue formed his well-kiiown liveiy at the TVeit* 
minatet eLeotiona, and oune to be an eneign of the Whig piarty generally. 
9 The Hqb« Thema9 Erakine, afterwards Lord firskine. 
* iTor india, a Seotch law-phnue meaning sceuse. 
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Herft^b a IimI^ to ihem tlw* 's aw% 

Here's a heaHh to them that's awa; 

Hone's Chieftam M^Leod, a chieftam vorth govi]»i 

Thouffh hred amapg nKmntains o' snaw 1 

Bore's fti&adM on Uith ndes of the Forth, 

And firiendB oa both sides of the Tweed; 

And wha wad betraj old Albion's rights, 

liay they ne^er eat of her bread. 

Verify, if such a song as tlus, knavni to be item the pen of 
fiunis, came under the eye of airthority about the close of the 
year 1792, it could not fail to obtaun for bim distinction of a 
certain kind. 

On the 6th of December we find Bums, in a letter to Mrs 
Dunlop, alludii^ to bis sentiments on public affairs as of the 
Opposition complexion, but stating that the sense of his situation 
aiwde him cautious in tJie expression of them. 



TO MBS DUNLOP, 

DuiiPEiBs, 6t% Jkeemltr IVBIL 
I SHALL be m Ayrshire^ I think, next week ; and,if at all possible^- 
I shall certainly, my much-esteemed friend, have the plessore d 
tisiting at Dunlop House. 

Alas^ madam, how seldom do we meet in this worid, that we ha^a 
reason to emigratulatet^nrsjelTes on accessions of happiness f I have 
not passed half the ordinary term of -an old man's life^ and yet I 
searoely look over the obituary of a newspaper that I do m>t see some 
names that I have known, and which I and other acquaintances little ~ 
thought to meet with there se soon. Every other instance of the 
DMnrtality of our kind makes us cast an anxious look into the dread* 
liil abyss of uncertiUnty, and shudder with apprehension for our own 
ftie. But of how difierent an importance are the Hves of different 
individuals I Nay, of what importance is one period of the same 
life more tiien another! A few years ago I eould have lain 
down in the dust, ' careless of the voice of the morning f and now 
not a few, and these most helpless individaalSy-would, on losing ma 
and my exertions, lose both their 'staff and i^ield.' B^ the way, 
these helpless ones have lately got an addition : Mrs B. having given 

1 M*L«od of Thmr^gan, Isle of Skye, at ibis time M.P. for the county of Inv«r« 
mag. At the James's Coart jneoting above alluded to, M*LeOd made a qp6eoh Im 
"wbUiti he declared his unalterable determination to flupp«ft and preMoute th* 
reforming objects which the society had ill view, fbr which 4 unanimoiui vote ai 
thanks was tendflvedta him. - 
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me It fine gtv) Bince 1 #ro<»9 yon.^ &«r6 is it chann^ passage in 

..'■-., • % - 

* The valiant* in kimtelf^ what can he suffer ? 

Or what need he r^tuxX his iingle vroeR ? ^— &c. ^ 

As I am got in the way of qnotatioiis, I shall give yon another 
from the same piece, peculiarly-^-akts 1 too pecuUarly>— apposite, my 
dear madam, to your present frame of mind^ 

* "Who 80 nnworthy hnt may proudly deck him 

With his &lr-weaiher virtue, that extiltB ' . ' 

Glad o'«r the mmuhtfrfiaafn? The tempest eomes. 

The rough winds n^ ftlond ; when from the helm 

This virtue shrinM* and in a comer lies 

Lamenting. Heavtos 1 if privileged from trial. 

How cheap a thing were virtue I ' 

I do not remember to lATe beard yon mention Tbomt8on''s di^tmas. 
I^pick up fkronrite qnotstions, and stoo-e them' in my mindf as ready 
arinonr, offensive er defiBusive, amid the struggle of ^is turbuhsiit 
existence. Of theto is one, a very fihtvourite one, frooa his Alfred: 

' Attach thee firmly to the virtuous deeds 
And offices of life ; to life itself. 
With all its vain and l^ansient Joys, sft 4oo8e.* 

Probably I have quoted some of these to yon formerly,, armdeed, 
when I write from l^e heart, I am apt to be guilty of sucii repet}- 
tions. The compass of the heart, in the musieid style, of eiCpresBi<Nii« 
is nmch more bounded than that of the imagination, so the notes of 
the former are extremely opt to run incto one another ; but in return 
for the pauci^ of its cgmpass, its lew notes are much more sweet. 
I nmrt still give you another quotation, which 1 am almost sore I 
have given you before, but I eaimot resist the temptation. 31ie HthN- 
Ject is religion t-iE^peaking of its important to majikind, iSbm anther 
says— 

* 'Tis this, tny friend, that streaks our morning bright,' ^ 

i see you are in for double postage, so I shall e'en scribble odt 
t'other sheet. We in this country here have many alarms of the 
reforming, or rather the republican spirit of your part of the king- 
dom. Indeed we are a good deaL4n pommotion ourselves. For me^ 
I am a placeman, you know ; a very humUe one indeed. Heaven 
knows, but still so much as to gag me. What ihy private i^ntimmte 
are yon will find out without an interpreter. 

I have taken up the subject, and the other da^ for a pretty 
actress's benefit night, I wrote an. Address, which I will give on the 
other page, called The RigUta of Woman, 

r shall have the honour of receiving your criticisms in person at 
I)unlop. K.B. 

I Elizabeth Riddel, bom, as has been mentioned, on Ihe 9}st Novembei; 
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BoniB did viiifc Ayrvfajre, tad epeat four diiji widi Ifo Dimt^ 
He appears to have been utteriy UBOonscious •f aay impendiog 
efil. At this Tery time,,howeTei', some infonnatioo regarding his 
political opinions, if not acts, wae on its way to the Board of 
Excise, and a cloud was i^ut to burst on his head. 



TO B« GRAHAM) XBQ^ FUmiT. 

ilkeembmr 179B.] 

Sib — I have been flurprised, oonSnuided, and distratfted by Mr 
Mitchell, the eolleetor, ielUng me that be has receiyed an order fr^m 
your Board ^ to inquire into my political conduct, and Naming me m ' 
a person disaffected to government. 

Sir, you are a husband and a father. You know what you would 
feel to see the much-loved wife of your bosom, and your helpless, 
prating little ones turnfiKl adrifl into the world, degraded and dis- 
gnc%d from a situation in which they had been respectable and 
respected, and left almost without the neeessary support of a miser- 
ablfi eustence. AlasI nr, muei I thank that audi soon wiU be my 

lot I and from the d dark insinuations of hellish, groundless 

envy too ! I believe, sir, I may aver it^ and in the sight of Omni- 
science, that I would not tell a deliberate falsehood, no^ not tiiough 
even worse horrors, if worse can be, than those I have mentionedy 
liung over my head ; and I say, that^e aU^atkni whatever villain 
has made it, is a lie 1 To the British Oonstitationy on revolution 
principles, next after my God, I am meet devout^ attached. Toiif 
sir, have been much and generously my friend— Heaven knows how 
wurmly I h«ve felt the obligation, and how gratefslly I have thanked 
yott. Fortune, sir, has um^ you powerful and xue tmpotent-^-has 
given you piitronage, ^md me dependence. I would not, for my 
single sel^ call on your humanity; were 8u<^ my insular, unoon- 
ne^ed situation, I would deqnse the tear that now swells in my 
' eye-^I could brave misfortune, I could foce ruin, for at the worst 
< Death's thousand doors stand open;' but» good Qodl the tender 
concerns that I have mentioned, the claims and ties that I see at 
this moment, and feel around me, how they unnerve courage and 
wither resolution ! To your patronage, aa a man of seme g«uu% 
you have allowed me a claim ; and your esteem, as an honest man, 
I know is my due. To these, sir, permit me to appeal ; by these may 
I adjure you to save me from that misery which threatens to over- 
whelm me, and which— with my latest l»reath I will say it — I have 
not deserved. R. B. 

To think of this great poet having to say that the consideration 
.of his wife and little ones unnerved courage and withered resolu- 

1 The Commiflsionen of the Scottish Board of Bzcise were at this time OeoiKB 
Brown, Thoraaa Wharton, James Stodart, Robert Oraham (af Plntxy), and Johm 
..Orieve, Baqra» 
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tion in the bravkig of any JAdigBityi Thera Iias betti a cliqmta 
about the nature ind extent of the trouble into 'vrhioh Bums fell 
on thifl occasion. His supervisor, lit Ale^cander FincHater, who 
fsrrivied till 1839, expressed his convietion that a y^ slight 
hint of disai^robation or warning was alone given to Bums, 
because) had it been of a niore serious nature, he must neces- 
sarily have been the channel through which it was communicated. 
In support of this affirmation is the fact ascertained by Mr 
.Lockhart, that no notice of a reprimand to Bums appears in the 
records of the Board of Excise. To the same effect is the trivial 
notice taken of the matter by the poet a few days after, in a letter 
to Mrs Dnnlop, as well as the little reference made to it by him 
at any subsequent time. All this would make it seem that Bums, 
in hu^ letter to Mr Graham,^ expressed an unneoessary alarm and 
warmth of indignation. On the other hand, we shall see that the 
tumour of the day represented the unfortunate poet as dismissed 
from his situation for his political heterodoxy, and that the poet 
htmsdf, in a letter which he wrote to Mr Erskine of Mar, in 
April 1793, stated that, but for Mr Graham's intercession, this 
dismissal would have taken place. With that fact before us, and 
^remembering the character of the time, the jeidousy of all men in 
power, and the sense they could not but have of the danger of 
Buras^s hostility to government within the sphere of his personal 
influence, we cannot doubt that the affair was one of a serious 
charapter, calculated to sink deepif into the spirH of our poet, 
already sufficient at war wi^ fortune bxiA all circnmstances, social 
and domestic. 



TO MBS DUNLOP. 

BtiliVRivs, 91H Beeeniter ITdS. 
BEilt Hadak — A hurry of business, thrown in heaps by m/ 
absence, has until now prevented my returning my grateful acknow* 
ledgments to the good family of I>unlop, and you in particular^ for 
that hospitable kindness which rendered the four days I spent under 
that genial roof four of tiie pleasantest I ever enjoyed. Alas, my 
dearest friend! how few and fleeting are those things we call 
pleasures !^-on my road to Ayrdiire I spent a night wi^ a friend - 
whom I much valued, a man whose days promised to be many; and 
on Saturday last we Ifud him in the dust! 

I HAVE just received yours of the 30th, and feel much for your 

situation. However, I heartily rejoice in your prospect of recoveiy 

from that vile jaundice. As to myself, I am better, though no4 

^ qmte free of my eoniplalnt. You must not think, as yon seem^ to 
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Hirimiitf, *Ht ki n^ way of IUt» I want exMrdis^ Of tiiat 1 haT« 
«Miigh; biU oeoaaoaftl hud dmldikgisthodchril lo Bie. Agakat 
tUis I liave «faia and agaiii beirt tnjr iweeliitioii, and luKve greatly 
floooaeded. T^avecns I hme iotaUy abandoned : . it is tbe ^ivate 
MxtioB m the fiunily way^ among the. hard'' drinking g^attamen of. 
this countijy that do me the mischief— hui ev^ th|» I have a>«ia 
than half given over.i . 

Kr Corbet can be of little service to me at present; at lea^ I 
^onld be shy of applying, I cannot possibly be settled as a super- 
irisor for Several years. I must wait the rotation of the list; and 
jkhere are tw^ity names before mine. I knight, indeed, get a job of 
affioiating wheve a settled eopervisor was ill or aged; but that 
haals ma from my tetiHy, as I could not remove them on such an 
anovtainty. Besides, some envmus, malidonr devil has raised a 
little demnr on my political tMrindples, and I wish to let tiiat matter 
aettle before I offer myself loo maeh in the eye of my saperviMra. 
I have se^ henceforth, a seal on my 1^»8 as to ^ese anlodiy 
politics ; but to you I must breathe my sentiments. In this^ as fa 
eveiy thing else» I shall shew the undisguised emotions of my soa). 
War I deprecate: misery and ruin^ to thousands are in the l^ast that 
announces the destructive demon. « « f « B. B. 



TOTHBSAHB.^ 

BthJathiatyms. 
. You see my hurried lite, madam ; I can only command starts of 
timet hi&wvmr I am glad of one thii^*-ali»ce I finidied the other 

> The foUoivixig extract from ft letter addresaed \jj Mr Bloomfidd^ to tibe Earl of 
Bndian containa bo intere^iing aa exhibition of the modesty inherent in real 
wortili, and ao i^iilQeopUoal, and at the same time to poetical an eetimste of the 
difforeat characters and destinies of Burns and its author, that I should esteem 
myself ouIpaUe wer^ I to withhold it from \he public view :— 

* The muatrlous soul that has left amongst us the name of Bums has often heen 
lowered down to a comparis<m with me ; but the comparison exists moss in oU»nm* 
ttanoes than in essentials. lUat man stood up with the stamp of superior intelleet 
on hia brow— a visible e^eateen t and grea^ and patriotic subdeets would only 
have called hito action the powers ot his mind, which lay inactive white he played 
calmly and exquisitely the pastoral pipe! 

• The letters to which I have alluded la my fvefiodfr to the Rima TaXa Were 
friendly warnings, p<^ted with immediate ref^gepoe to the hinb of tiiat extra. 
ordinary man. '^Remember Bums!" has beeh the watchword of nay friends. Ida 
remember Boms ; but I am not Bums !— nrfther have I his fire to fim or to quench, 
ma passions tacontridi 'Where, then, is my merit if I make a peaceful-roy^e on 
a smooth sea, and with no mutiny on board ? To a Udy— I have It from hersetfw 
wbo remonstrated with him on his danger from-drink, and the pursuits of some oC 
his assoeiates, he reified: ** Madam, tiiey would not thank mie for my company -tf 
I did not drink with thenu I rmut giv^ th^m a slice of my constitHtion." Bow 
much to be tfigretted that he did not give them thinner stieee of his constitutibn^ 
that it might hfive lasted iQQger I '-^RCMKK. 

' * In Dr Cunie's edition this letter is dated January 1792, and appears in the 
-flMoappropriate to that date. The preiaent editor, entertaining no doubt that the 
U0i. date i» 17»l, has transferred it ftwntheiAtfmerto the present piaee. What 
gives reason to boliove the latter the true date is tha »H«iffiffm to the * ooUtical blast* 
^ibafchiui threatened the poet's wdfttte.' ^'•'^ V°»! •*«•«««'*"• pouncai lapw 
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theet ike polttied Mast tluit threalnaed 1117 vdfire k ottt^Mm. 
I have ^M>rreBpoi|tfed wkh CemnridaioAef QndiaiA-T-for ifate Board. 
IhmI made bI« the so^^jecl of their -amautdverotOtte; and now I hav» 
the p^eaanre of infomtiag you that aU ia set to rwbU in that quarter. 
Kow aa to tlieae mformers» may the devil be let koee^ to — ~. But| 
^Id I I waa praying most fervently in my last sheet, and I must not 
80 soon fall a-awearing in this. 

Alasf how little do the wantonly or idly ofi&cious think what 
mischief they do by their malicious insinuations, indirect imports 
Hence, or thoughtless blabbings. What a difference there is in 
intrinsic worth, candour, benevolence, generosity, kindness — ^in aH 
the charities and all the virtues — between one class of human beings 
and another. For instance, the amiable circle I so lat^y mixed 
with in ^e hospitably hail, of Dimlop, their 'generous hearts, their 
m^oentamkiajled dignified miiids^ their informed and polished niidep* '. 
Brandings — what. a contrast when compared-^ if ^ueh comparing 
were not downright saciUege— with the soul of the miscreant who 
can deliberately plot the destruction of an honest map that never 
offended him, and with a grin of satisfaction see the unfortunate 
being, his faithful wife, and prattUng innocents, turned over to- 
beggary aiid ri^in.* 

Tour cup, my dear madam, ftrrived safe. I had two wortbjr 
fellows diidng with me the other day, when I with great formality 
produced ray whigmaleerie cup, and told them that it had b^en a 
mmily- i»ece among the descendants of WiQiam WallAoe. This 
ixrased soch an entlm^asm that they Insisted on bumperiag ^. 
poach Mvhd in it; and by and by netea* did your great ancestor lay 
umitkran more.completdy to rest than for a time did yo«r cup my 
twe friends. Apre|N)6, this is the season of wishing. May Qod 
bleaa you, my dear friend, and bless mo, the humblest and sincerest 
of your fiends, by granting you yet many returns of the season \ 
May all good things atten^ you and yours, wherever they are 
scattered over the earth ! B. ]$. 

, 1 Mr Gilbert Bums, speaking of sucli a orisis, says that on the flfde of the 
gofyemment will be ft>Had ranged a great part of the wise aad prudent i 'butonttuit 
aide alao will beibuad a great host of a venr different deecriyifcion— all the Bat«ilUti!>g 
of power and the parasites of greatness, with all the wortblees and detestable crew 
ot time-serring and officious infbmiers. At such times loyalty txnne0 to be esteemed ' 
thecardkial virtue, capable ctf ** hiding a mumtoda of rins;** aod many who are 
conscious how worthless and hollow-hearted they are, seek U> piece up their repu- 
tation, and ingn^tiate themselves with their superiors, by an extraordinary display 
of lograllor add attachment to the existing order of thingi, and a Tirtuons aeal in 
I)unti|ig down whoever has the audacity to question the conduct of men in power. 

*To pers<ms of that description the imprudent poet had made himself peculiarfy 
obnoaciousby the ttagaarded freedom with wUeh he azptfeBsed his <mfnions of tba 
wonderAtl events then attracting the notice' of every one ; and th^ enmity was - 
heightened by his unqualified ex^vssion, general and particular, of his contem|>t 
lor sach sycopfaantie diaracters. By sach ** La^al NMwet ** was the conduct of omr 
poet strictly watched, wittr the view of detecting eveiy politleifl transgrestion or 
private fault ; every imprudence or Ihiltng was magnified and exAggttrated to a 
frightful degree ; and the public alarm which hronght such charaottfrs into ooBtad 
with the respeotable orders of society, procured the admission and oircolation o< 
tbese ii^iirloua feports in such drdea-aa made theta be^eoiltod wiihoioraQi^ielott.' 
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So Ui4f -«• tib» 2d of ^ Bumtii, ou^ p9«fc bitd t«ad Mr« 
Dtmlop that ^ hftd of late ' grestfy sucoeeded' in giving up hard 
drinking. Sinee then^ parhaps on that lane evening, he bad bad 
two worthy fellows dining with him, and, producing an x>ld family 
cup which had been presented to him hy Mrs Dunlop, he Imd set 
it into such active operation, as to lay his guests prostrate. Such 
are the n4>id strides. of Burns from profession to the opposite 
kind of practice. So soon, too, does he forget the indignity x>f the 
inquiry into his political conduct. Well might he liken himself, as 
be often did, to an ignis faiuua. The merry-making in question is 
very lik^y identical with one which has be^i heard of from a 
clerical acquaintance of Bums. Hie bard, not being ^n good 
temas witii the parish (dergy* ftQ^ bo great fkvourile Ht this tkne 
with any of the cloth, had still retained the friendship of one, who 
has been described as a most worthy as well as able roan, but not 
Rjuch of a clergyman, the Rev. Mr M'Morine of Caerlaverock. 
Meeting this gentleman in Dumfries on a market-day, when the 
country clergy usually came to town to hear the news, he had 
Ongaged him to come next forenoon to baptise his receiitly bom 
infant.; iuid Mr M^Morine came accordingly, but at an earlier 
iiour than was perhaps, expected. On being shewn into Bums's 
padour, he found a party composed of the. poet and two 
companioM^ who had evidently, sat jdown the previous evening 
The description which the clergyftian gave ^ the two visitarf 
. forresponds exactly with what Bums hints at in his account 
of the effeets of the cup. The poet seemed taken by surprise, bt^ 
in perfect possession Of himself, and he very quickly put matters 
in decent order for the performance of the intended cere- 
mony. It may be remarked that Mr M^Morine, though he 
clung to Burns's friendship when all the other clergy of the 
district looked coldly on him, used to relate the story with an 
uniavourable leaning towards the poet. He both was shocked by 
the idea of so prd^iged a debauch, and thought meanly of the 
appearance of the two guests. Now, if the circumstances be 
identical, we see that Bums had reason to regard the men as 
♦worthy fellows,' and there was a special feeliiig about the WaOaoe 
cup which had operated in. promoting the conviviality, not to 
speak of the recognised licence of the season, the date being 
apparently the second day of the nev year.^ Many other things 
which have heea related unfavOuraUy to Bums might prove 

. I What greatly ooofirins our supposition 6^ thi» being the affidr allnded^to by Ifr 
M'Morine Is that the 9d cf Jacuaty wa» a Wednesday, the Domfriee market- 
day. Bums had written to Mrs Bunlop on that forenoon. The cup afterwards 
awiyed. In the evening, he had the two worthy fellows diniog with him. B£r 
*5.Jr*^ **™® **^ OMMPnJng, the 3d, and on Saturday, the 5th, the poet speaks 
of »he etocumrtwiaBe in fciww letter to Mrs I>UBk». 
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SQSceptiUe of a sunSar- explanation if wb knew the whole of tlie 
connQoted £eu^. 



BUBNS TO'HR THOMSON. 
SONG. 

O poortith cauld, and restless love, 

Te wreck my peace between ye ; 
y©t poortith a* I conM foi^ve, 

An 'twere na for nly Jeanie. 
O why should Fate, sic pleasure hate^ 

Life's dearest bandb untwining ? - 
Or why sae sweet a flower as love» • 

Depend on FcMrtune's shining t 

This warld^ wealth, when I tikink en 

Its pride^ and a' the lave o*t ; 
fle^ fie^n silly coward man 

That he shouM be the slave o'tl 
O why, &c 

Her een sae bonnie Une betray 

How she repays my passion ; 
But prudence is her o'erww^ aye^ 

She talks of rank and £»shion. 
O why. Ice. 

wha can prudence think upon. 

And Sic a lassie by him f 
O wha can prudence think upon, 

And sae in love as I am t 
O why, &c. 

How blest the humble cotter's fate ! ^ 

He wooes his simple dearie ; 
The silly bogles, wealth and state^ 

Can neViNT laake them eerie. 
. O why, &c. 

1 This MBg^is niMUy miBg to the tune of I bad a Hor$e, thadnat maUr. 
s III the origiiud nuuniBoript, * How blest the wild-wood Indian'f fata.' 
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JSrU MD "W&tXB OF 909m. 



GALA WATBfl. 



There'! btew, braw lads on Yarrow brftes, 
That wander through the bloomiDg heaUier; 

But Tarrow braes, nor Ettrick shawa^ 
Can Bftioli th« lads o*^ Oaltt Water. 

But liiere is ane, a secret ane, 

Aboon them a^ I loe htm bettor ; '' 

And l*U be his and he'U be mina, 

The bonnie lad o* Gala Water. 

Although hifi daddie was nae laird. 

And though I hae na meikte tocher; 
Tet rich in kindest, truest love, 

Well tent our flocks by Qala Water. 

It ne*er was wealth, ^t ne'er was wealth, 
That ooft pontentinent^ peftoe, or ^leasuie^ 

The bands and Idiss o' mutual love^- 

O that's ^chiofestwarld's^rfiiasiire I - 

Jan, 17»: . 
Maxt returns of iK6 season to yon, my deor sir. How e<mie& on 
your publication {--will these two fbregokig be of any^ service to 
you? I should like to know whs* songs you print to eadi tune, 
besides the versesto whieh it is-set. In short, I Wmild wish to give^ 
you my opinion on all the poetnr you publish. You knew it is my' 
trade, and a man in the way of his toetda may suggest useful hint* 

> Some yean before-o^mfMfaig the preMmt beantifid wn^, Burns ted gir&cttm 
O^ 8cot$ Musical Museum the ^Dewing iinpo^ veakm of tl^ originid hfome^ 
tellad^-wbich, it may be i^entioaed, referred noit to the iad4, bttt t» a toi* «f <3aia ■ 
Water:— 

Braw, braw Utds bf Oala Water; 

O braw hids of GfOa Wiiter : 
1 11 kilt my coats aboon my knee» 

And follofir my love througB the water. . - 

t Sae fair her hair, sae brent her brow, - 
Sae bonnie blue her een, my dearie ; 
8ae white her teeth, sae aweet her mou^i 
The mair I Idas she 'B %ye i^y dearie. 

O'er ytm bank and o'er yoa W«e, 

0*er yon moaa amang the heather ; 
1 11 kilt my coats aboon my knee. 

And follow my love through the wateir. 

Down amang the iM^wm, the breoia, 

Down amang the brocnn, my dearie. 
The lassie lost h» sUkeh snood, 

That oQSt her Moi^ ft blirt and Uear ca. 
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fktSb eted^mea of modi 8tip«rior pais and WMltf ^ in eatft in dUter 
tiiwgfl. 

If you meel "m^ my dear and nmeh-valired Cuimiiii^am, greot 
him in my name with the compliments of the season. Yours, &c. 

. Mf Gilbert Burns, in his memoranda as to heroines, written fbt 
Mr Thomson, places opposite Poor^ CotiZcf—'A Miss Jane Black* 
rtock, afterwards Mrs Whiter of Liverpool/ In the manuscript, 
Mr Thomson makes a pencil-note in the margin. ^TJiese verses, 
I hum1;)ly think, have too much of uneasy and cold reflection for 
the air, which is pleasing and richer gay than otherwise/ The 
letter having apparently been returned to Bums, he adds: 'The 
obj«etions are just, but I cannot make it better. The «l»y won't 
beAT m«nding ; yet lor private reasons I should like to see it in 
print.' 



BONKBT, 
Wwxtmm 9M Mu SSrv jAiwAaT 1788, vb&buwsdat ttr th« AXnmnL,ommMM^mm 

A THRUSH tlMa IN A IfOHMINa WALK. 

fiing on, sweet thmsh, npon ihe leafless bough. 

Sing on, sweet bird, I listen to thy s^tun ; 
' See Mfed Winter, 'taid his surly reign. 
At thy uithe (Arol clears his furrowed orow. 

So in lone Poverty's dominion dreaiv 
SttB meek Content with light nnanxious heart ; 
Weleomes the rapid moments, bids them part, 

Nor asks if they bring ought to hope or fear. ' 

. I ihank^faee, Author of this opening day! 

Thou whose bright sun now gilds yon orient skies I 
Biohes denied, thy boon was purer joys, 
What wealth could never give nor take away 1 

Yet eome, <iiOQ child of poverty and care. 

The mite high Heaven bestowed, that mite with thee I'U share. 



HB THOHSOK TO BUBNt. 

EmNBURoH, SO<A Joii. 19^ ' 

^ Tou make me happy, my dear sir, and thousands will be happy 
4o see the charming songs fou have sent me. Many merry returns 
tif the season to you, and may yon long continue among the sons and ' 
dao^rtm of OaMoi^ to del^^bt th^ and toh<moiir yonrsd^ 
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The km btfc tfMigs-wHli vHidi ^o« fiinMnd dm ftr Auld £»§ 

Morris, Duncan Ora/y, Gala WtUer, and Oauld KaM, are adaaifttblew 
OuBcan is indeed a lad of graoai and bia^tuaear will endtar him to 
everybody* 

The difiiracted loTer in Avid Bob, and the happy shepherdess -in 
0ida Waier, exhibit an exeeUent contrast : they speak firon gennine 
feeling, and powerfnlly touch the heu*t. 

Ttie number of songs which I had originally in view was limited, 
but I now resolve to include every Scotch air and song worth sing* 
ing ; leaving none behind but mere gleanings, to whichjhe pfiblishers 
of omnega^iemm are welcome. I would rather be the editor of a 
oolleotion from which nothing could be tbkea away, than of one to 
which noting oouM be added. We intend presenting the snb* 
acriben with two beautiful stroke-engiwrings, the One diaraet^natic 
c/ the plaintive, and the other of the lively songs; and I have J>t 
Beattie's premise of an essay upon the subject of our national music^ 
if his health will permit him to write it As a number of ear songs 
have doubtless been called forth by particular events,. or by the 
charma d peerleeb damsels, there must be nCany curious anecdotea 
relating to them. 

• The Iflte Kr Tytler of Woodhouaelee,! believe, taew more of tins 
than anybody ^ for he joined to Uie porsaits of an antiquary a tasto 
for poetry, besides being a man of the wofld, and possessing an 
enthusiasBi for music beyond most of his contemporaries, lie was 
quite pleased with this plan of mine, for I m^ sa^^ it has. been solely 
managed by me, and we had several long conversations about it 
when it was in embryo. If I could simply mention the name of the 
heroine of each song, and the inddent. which occasioned the verses, 
it would be gratifying.' Pray, will you send me any, information of 
this sort, as well with regard to your own songs as the old ones ? 

To all the favourite songs of the plaintive or pastoral kind will be 
joined the delicate accompanin^ents, &c. of Pleyel. To those of the 
comic And humorous class, I think aceompaniments seareely neces- 
sary j they are chiefly fitted for the oonviviality of the festive board, • 
and a tuneful voice, with a proper delivery of the words, renders them 
perfect. Nevertheless, to these I propose adding bass accompani- 
ments, because theh they are fitted either for singing, or for insivti- 
mental performance, when th^re happens to be ne sing^. I mean 
to employ our right tmsty friend Hr Clarke to set the baas to these^ 
which he assures me he will do con amor^ and with much greats 
attention than fas ever bestowed on anything of the kind. But for 
^ this last class of airs I will notattempt to find more than one set 
of verses* 

• That eccentric bard, Peter Pindar, has started I know not how 
manj^ difficulties about writing for the airs I sent to him, because of 
the peculiarity of their measure, and the trammela they impose on 
Ins flying Pegasus. I subjoin, for your perusal, the o^ly one I havo 
yet got finom him, being for the fine air Lord Gregory. The Seota 
verses printed witb that air are taken J&om the middle pf an ol4 
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Jiave 961 down tlie eir.l&erefore as a oreditQr of yoim. Many ^ ike 
Jaeobile MBgs are repletQ.wilb wit and liiisieiir-^mi^t iio^ 4he hmi 
4[>£ thetebo iiaeluded m o^tr Toknae of oemic songst 



- ' ' ^K>SISDttlPT. 

V&OM THE BON. ANPBEW EBsklNB. 

Mr !FHOMS0N*lia8 been saobligittf as togivo me a pe«iisal of y^ 
fonge. Highkmd Maty k most encha&tingly pathetic, and Duncan 
^^^ possesses natiye genuine bumoiir^^ Spak o' Iowiab' o'er a lini^* 
to a line of its^ thai should :make yon immortal. I sometimes bear 
•f yon from o^ mutual friend Cunningham, who is a most exoellent 
feHow, and possesses above all men I know the charm, of a most 
obliging diq^iticm. Tou kindly promised me, about a year ago, a 
collection of your unpublished productronei, religious and amorous. 
I kxiow from experience how irksome it is to copy. If yim will get 
any trus^ person in Dumfries <to write ihem ovor fair, I wiU g|va 
Peter EUll whatever money he asks for his trop ble, and I certainly 
shafi not betray your ooitfidenee. 1 am yovr hearty admirer, 

< ARSRBW £»BSLXNB. 



BURNS TO MR THOMSOlf* 

f6th January 1793. 

I APPROVE greatly, my dear sir, of your plans. Dr Beattie's 
essay will of itself be a treasure. On my part I mean to draw up 
an appendix to the Doctor's essay, containing my stock of anecdote^ ' 
&c. of our Scots songs. All the late Mr Tytlei^s anecdotes I have 
i>y me, taken down in the course of my acquaintance with him from 
his own. mouth. I am such an enthusiast, that in the course of my 
several peregrinations through Scotland I made a pilgrimage to t|he 
individual spot from which every song took its rise — Loc&aber and 
the Braes of BaUendejf^ excepted. So &r as the locality, pither from 
the title of the air or iho tenor of the s(mg, could be ascertained^ 
I have paid my devotions at ,the particular shrine of every Scots 
muse. 

I do not doubt but you might make a very valuable collection of 
Jacobite songs ; but would it give no offence ? In the meantime, do 
not you thirJc that some of them, particularly' The Saufa TaU to 
Oeordie^ as an ur, with o^a* woitUi, might be well worth a plaee 
in your coHection of lively songs ? 

If it were possible to procure songs of merit, it would be proper 
to have one set of Scots, words to ev^ry air^ and that the set of words 
to which the notes ou^t to be set. There is a nafveU^ a pastoral 

i This tftUad has ainoe been prhited in (wvenl o^eotleiit. It is p o io o ts e d «f 
copsiitera^le merits •> ' . - ' 
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mbAA it bmm ia unfaon— ^a* ka«t «• vij tesU, And, I .^r^ add, f« 
«v«i7 |««uae Otlad^Bton taite-^with' Hke MBf^ palluM or nuitic 
sprighwuew of o«r iiatiTe anisic^ than luoy Engfisli veiaeo wbatovoi. 
Tho Tory nime of Peter Piodiar is an acqtiigitioB to your werk.^ 
His Qrtgor^ m beaotiittl. I Iiaire tried to gire yoa a set of atanzaa 
ui Soots oa.tKe same subject "wliieli are at your servioe. Noiiltat I - 
iatead to enter the lists with Peter — that would be presumptioii 
mdeed. My song^ though much inferior in poetic merit^ has, I 
4Un^ VMM% of the baUad sin^Udty in it 



mirk, mirk is this midaight hour, 

And loud the tempest's roar; 
A waefu' wanderer seeks thy towet^ 

Lord Qr^gory, ope thy door. 

- An exile frae her &ther's ha^ 
And a' for loving thee; 
At least some jMty on me disWy 
If toMttnay nabe. 

Lord Gregory, mind*st thou not the groTO 

By bonnie Irwine side^ 
Where first I owned that virgin4oTe 

I lang, lang had denied? 

How aften didst thou pledge and yo# 

Thou wad for Aye be mine ; 
And my fond heart, itseP sae true, 

It ne'er mistrasted thine. 

I The Bong of Dr Woloot (Peter Pindar) on the same snhjeot^is as foQows:-* 

* Ah ope, Lord Gregory, thy door ! . 

A xnidnight wanderer gigW t 
Bird rush the raina, the traipeafcs roar, 

And lightnings oleonra the 0kiep«' 

' l¥he comes with wo at thia drear night— 

A pilgrim of the gloom ? 
If she whose love did onec delight. 

My cot sAiall yield her room.* 

' ' Alas ! thou heard'st a pUgrim mdum. 

That once waer prized hy thee : 
Thinly of the ring hy yonder bum 
Hiou gay'st to love and me. 

' Biit shonld'st thou not poor Marion kaow^ 

I *11 turn my feet and part ; 
And think the stormB that round md blow* 
Far kinder than thy heart.' . 
U ia but doing justice to Dr Wolcot to roenUon that his song is the orlginaL Mr 
£^.22rLiiL"S^ *^ •n^llnMnediat^y wrote the other OB the same anl^ject, whick 
la derived ftomtfieoMSoottiahbaUa* of nnoertainarigto.—Cnwua. . 
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fiiWL if «k/ liQart» Lord QFefV7» 

A^d flinty is thy breast; . 
Thoa dart of heaven that flaal^st by 
wiU thou give iaie rest] . , 

.Ye nmst^ing thunders from above 
Tour willing victim aeel 
But spsare and pardon tny fause love« 
His wrangs to Heaven and mel 

Miss PeftGOct had answered Biims's letter of the 6th of 
^(^cember, giving hhn an Account of the return of Mrs JI*Lehose 
to SeOtland, but apparently not encciuraging him to renew his 
correspondence with that lady. The letter did not reach the 
hands of the poet for a considerable time, in (Consequence of an 
.4kceident. When at length made aware l^at his Clarinda was 
once more in Edinburgh, he addressed her — and the letter is 
certainly very characteristic: 



TO CLARtyD^. 

, l-mmosE, mf deair madam^ that by your neg^eotiiig t» infeMi 
»e of your arrival iikSurope — a. oirepmetanee that eoild iiot b« 
indifferent to me, us indeed no occurrence relalusg to ywt ean-^yon 
■neat to leave xtte to guess and gather that » correspoodanot I onoe 
had^theheoourand feiUcity to enjoy is to bono more. Alast wlia* 
hea^-ladett sounds are theae—'llo mecel' The wreieh w|u> has 
mFer tasted pleasuns has n^ver known wo i what dHves the sopl te 
madness ii Uie recdHection of joys that are *ao morel' Bat this 
is not language to the world: they do not understand it B^i 
QOme» ye fow — Uie children of Feeling and Sentioatentl-*^ whow 
Itrembfing bosml-diords ache to unutterable aagnish ae« reoolleoHon 
gushes on tfaie heart I— ye who are capable ef an attachment keea es 
the arrow of <Beath, and stnmg as the vigour of immortal being—* 
eomel and -your ears shall drink e tale"" — But^ hnsht I Buut not» 
eannei tell it; agony is in the recollection, and ^enzy in the recital 1 

But) maibuaa, to leave the paths that load to madaees^I oongratnlate 
your 64endft on yeqr return; and I hope that the- precious health, 
wUoh Miss F. tells me is so much injared,is restored or reetormg.- 
There is a fatality attends Miss Peacock's correspondenoe and mme. 
Two of my letters, it seems, she never received; and her last came 
while I was in Ayrshite^ was unfortunately miskud, and only feund 
abOkit ten days or a fortnight ago, on removing i^ desk of drawers. 

I present you a book : may I hope you will acc^t of it. I daresay 
you wfll have brought your books with you. The fourth volume of 
the Scots Songs is published ; I will presume to send it you. 8hall I 
hear &em you t But first hear me. X^ cold langaaffe^^-iio prudential, 
documents: I deq^ise advice and soom 'contr<d» u yoti are. not to 
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write ioeh kagaAne, snoli veiiinAdntsas yoii kiiow I shall wisliy shaB 
delight to receive, I conjtkre you^ by wounded pride, by rahied peace 
by frantic, dieappoikited passion, by all the many illr that coostitnte 
that wim of homaa wees, a broken heart! ! !^- to me be silent foi 
ever. ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ B. B. 

The pride of Bums, and that impatience under reproach whict 
his priae dictated, are here strongly delineated. CIarind» would 
. probably in reply revert to her former wish that Sylvander could 
have been brought /to feel a little of geaame goi^pel humility.* 
Yet he was capable of the deepest self-humiliation — only it waa 
necessary, for the development of the feeling, that no fellow-worm 
ihould preaoiBe te taunt, or even to advise him. 



TO HK CXJWTNmnMM* 

SdMamA179L 
BnteE I wrote C6 yea the last lugubrious shee^ I have not had 
time to wrtt^ you .farther. When I say that i had net Ume, that, as 
■aual» means that the thi^ee demons, inddence^ husinesS) ai^ ennui, 
lttv»flo cemptetely shared my hours among them as not to-leave me 
■m five minnleB* fragtent to take up apen in. - 

Thank tieaven, I feel ray spirks bueyiHig opwardi witi^ the ren&^ 
.irating year. .Kow I shidi in good earnest take up Thetnscn^s songs. 
I dansay he thinks I have need him unkindly ; «n^ I ranst owi^ 
with too muoh appeanmee of truth. Apropos do you knew the 
DMeh^mlred old Highland air called The Suicv'A I>ocktert It in 
a first-nte £svoqril« of mine, and I hare written what i reckon one 
ef my best songs to it. . I.wiU send it to you as it was sun^, with 
great applause, in «ome &shioimble oirdes, by M&^ fiobertson^ of 
lAide, who was here with his corps. 

There. is one eommiasion that I must trouble you ^tvUh.- I k^y 
lost a valuable seal, a present &om a-departed fri^d, whieh vexes 
ma mnch^l I have gotten one of your Highland pebbles, which I 
taoy. would make a vei^ decent one, and 1 want to out myarmofiai 
beanng on it: will you be so -obliging as inquire what wiHbe tiie 
j^cpense of fueh a business ! I do not know that my name Is maAriK 
culated^as the hondda call it, at all, but I have inviented ai%Bs for 
myeetf { se^ yon know, I shall be ehief of the name, and, by courtesy 
#f Seotlnnd, will likewise be entitled to supporters^ These, however, 
I doaot intend having en my -seal. I am a bit of a herald, and rtiaU 
give yeu^ secwiid%a» arten^my arms. On a field, azure, a holly-bush, 
•reded, proper, in baee; a shepherd's pipe and crook, saltiei^wise^ 

} Some of fh« «arli«Uotten to Mr Thomson retain the impMuioii ot b mall milI 
hy ^^^^ very ^u«f^tori»tio of and suitable to our poet, of a heart t " " 
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ilso prober, in oluef. .On a wreath of the colours, a woodl&rk 
perelung'on a sprig, of baT-tree, proper, for crest. Twu nii>(,u>e8: 
round the top of the crest, Wood-notes wUd ; at the bottum of t^e 
shield, ii^ the usual place, Better a wee bush them i^ze bield/ hy ihe 
^epherd's pipe and crook I do not mean the non8ens<rof pauttei;^ of 
Ari^adia^ but a ttocb and homy and a etub^ euch as jou see at tlie head 
of AUan Ramsay, in Allan's quarto edition of thjs QwUe Shepherd, 
By the by, do you know Allan ?^ He must be a man of very great 
genius^ Why is he not more known t Has he no patrons ? — or do 
^Foverty^s cold wind and crushing rain beat keen and heavy ^#ii him ? 
i once, ahd bufr once, got a glance.of that noble edition of the noblest 
pastoral in the woEld ; and dear as it was — I mean dear as to my 
pocket-^ would have bought it, but I was told that it-was printed and 
engraved for subsiHibers only. . He is the ordjf artist who has hit 
gemiine pastoral costume. What, my 4ear Cunningham, is there in 
riches that they narrow and luurden the heart so! I think, that 
were I as rich as the tfun, I should be as generous as thfi day ; but a9 
I have no reason to imagine my soul a nobler one than any other 
man's, I must conclude that wealth imparts a birdlUne quality to 
the possessor, at which the man in his native poverty would have 
revested. What has led me to Uiis is tfcie idea of such merit as & 
Allan possesses, and such riches as anaboborgovemment-contractor 
possesses, and why. they do not foirm a nratual league. Let wealth 
shelter and dierish iuipcateo<8Bd merit, and the gratitude and cekp 
brity of that merit will- richly r^;»ay it . B. B. 



BURNS TO MB THOMSON. 

Secft JfareA 1791. 

Ht Dsui SiBn-The song prefixed [ifary Moriaon^ is one of my 
juvenile works. I leave it in your hands. I do not think it very 
remarkable^ either for its merits or demerits. It is impossible-^t 
least I feel it so in my stinted powers — to be dways original enter* 
taining, and witty. 

What is become of the list, &c. of your songs ? I shall be out of 
1^ temper with you by and by. I have adiit^ays looked on myself as 
^e prince of indolent corre^randents, and valued myself accordingly^ 
and I will not, cannot, bear rivalship from you nor anybody else. 

> A seal wiCh theee Itodftd beuringi wm actually cnt for the poet» and used Ity - 
bam Ibr the^emaliidcr.of hit Hie. Its impresBifoa is represented under a profile of 
the poet in Mr Cnnningham's edition of Bums, voL viii p. 168. 

' The poet here alludes to David Allan, painter, usually called th^ Scottish 
Hogarth. He was bom at Alloa in 1744, ftnd educated through the klttdaees of 
some generous ladies. His sarioUs paintinga are not nuHth admired ; hut be bad & 
happy knack at hitting off Scottibh rustic figures. At his death in 17L6, he left » 
series (tf drawings illustrative M Burns's worlis. 

* ->SettToLI.,p. 7L The seng is here headed hy the poet With ft Teftvence to tb* 
tone of Bvncan Davidson. For thL* is substituted in Mr Thomson's hand. Bide ye 
pet. The song was adapted by the late John Wilson, vocalist, to the tune of 
Meny ma^ tHe Mai4 bt, wfaidi IB certabdy mnoh more iuitabtoi 
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wmvxm to urn imamaom, 

Uarehim, 
"WANDERING WILLEEC. 

Bmv ftwm» «li«i»awm» wudwiBg' Willie^ 
Kow tired wilk waad0riii|^ bsvd awft hono ; 

Coma to my boMfls, my ae only detfie, 
And tdl mo ihoa bnngfstiiM mj Wifiie the Moneii 

Loud blew the <^iild wmter winds at our partingv 
It wama the blast bitm^t the* tear iii.mj ee ; 

Konr weleoma the simmer, and welcome my Wilfie^ 
The aomMT to nature, my Ht^Uie to mo. 

To bmriosnea reefc.in the eavo of yoar ^nmbem^ 
O how year wild horrors a lover alarmal 

Awidcen, yo breezes 1 row gently^ yo billows I ' 
And waft my dear laddio ance mair to my anas ! 

Bat if ho's leivotton his &ithft^e8t l^saiue, 
O stiH flow Setwoen us, thou wide-roaring main 1 
. . May I aera^ see U, may I never trow i^ 

Bq^ djiagf brieve that my Willio's my ain I 

I leaTo it to yoo^ my dear sir, to determine whether the ahove^ or 
the old 2!lbfwu^ tiU Lang M^ir bo the best. 



. TO lass BittrsoN.i 

DuMPRixs^ t\ti March 1793. 

Madaic — ^Among many things for which I envy those hale, longr 
Hved old fellows Mfin'e the Flood, is this, in partlcular-^ihat when 
they met with anybody alter their own brart, they had a -charming 
long prospect of many, many happy meetings with them in after-life. 

Now, in this shorty stormy winter -day of our fleeting existence^ 
whoa you, now and then, in the chapter of accidents, meet an 
individual who^ acquaintance is a real acquisition, Uiere are all the 
probabilities against you that you shall n^ver meet with that valued 
^laracter more. On the other hand, brief as this miseraUe being 
is, it is none of the least of the miseries belonging to it, that if there 
is any uusoreaa^ whom you hate, or creature whom you desfMse^ the 
Ul tun <xf the t^hances shall be so against you, that in ^e oy<er>' 
taldngs, tumibgs^ and jostlings of life, pop, at some unlucky comer 
eternally cuiMKtlw wreteh upon you, and will not aUow year 

i 4itenny8ils Ma Baril Montagu. 



Digitized 



by Google 



litdigptttkm or contempt ft moment's repose. As I am a stnrdj 
Wiever in 4}io powers of darkness, I take these to be the doings of 
that old author o£ mischief, the 4eYil. It is well known tiiat he has 
some kind of short-hand way o^ taking down our thought^; and I 
fliake no doubt that he is perfectly acquainted with my sentiments 
respecting llfiss BensOn: how much I admired, her abilities and 
valued her worth, and how very fortunate I thought myself in her 
acquaintance. For this last reason, my dear madam> I must 
entertain no hopes of the very great pleiusure. of meeting with you 
again. 

Miss Hamilton tells me that she is sending a packet to you, and I 
beg leave to send you the enclosed sonnet; though, to tell you the 
real truth, the sonnet is a mere pretence, that I may have the 
opportunity of declaring with how much respectful esteem I have 
the honour to be, &c. B. B* 

Bnms was acquainted with Mr Craik of Arbigland^'through hia 
friend and landlord, Captain Hamilton, a cionnection of the family. 
He bad at Arbigland met Miss Benson, who was ther^ oci a visit. 
The lady haa related the following- anecdote of the oecaaiea : 

* I dined with Bums at Arbigland; he was wilty, dhmk m 
others drank, and was long in coming to the tea, -table. It 
watf then the fisushion for young ladies to be busy abottt some- 
thing — I was working a flower. The poet .sat down besi4e 
nfe, talked of the beauty of what I was imitating, and put hit 
hand so near the work, that I said : *^ Well take it, and do a bit 
yourself." "O ho!" said he, "you think my hand is unsteady 

with wine. I cannot work a flower, madam ; but" he pulled 

the thread out of the needle, and re-threaded it in a moment. 
" Can a tipsy man do that? ** He talked to ihe of his children, 
more particularly oi his eldest son, and called him a promising 
boy. " And yet, madam," he said, with a aarcadtic glance of his 
eye, " I hope he will turn out a gloriousr blockhead, and ao make 
his fortune."'— .4Sai» Cunadngham'alAJk of Bums (p. 267^) 

The eldest son of the poet waa now a boy between six and seven 
years old, and already noted for his aptitude to learn, being 
possessed of tai extraordinary memory for facts, and no small 
portion of his father's gift of language. Bums, with a feeling 
hereditary in hi6 case, was most laudably anxious about the educa- . 
tion of his children. Finding that the really excellent school of 
Dumfries was patent at a lower scale of fees to the children of . 
burgesses, he recalled that, at his first visit to.tbe place in «toie 
1787, he had been inveeted with an honorary burgess ticket, so tbat 
he was all but entitled to the privilege 4ie thotight so deshrable 
for his o£fopring. He according addressed the foUowing appli- 
<»tioQ to thft iHT OT^t if i l 'mrthofitiftff : 
m. N 
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. 10 Sm BOH. TMM rtOVQfly BkTLOSf' AtfD Vtyvm-^OOCJIICEL ov 

OKNTLEmsiY— The- Hterary taste and liberal spirit of ywa good town 
has BO ably filled the various departments of your scboola^ as to make 
it % TOry great object for a parent to have his children educated im 
then). BUll to me, a stranger, to give my young ones that educaticm 
I wish, at the high school-fees which % strai^ger pays, will bear hard 
upon me. 

Some year* ago, your flood town did me the honour of making me 
lUi honorary burgess. Will you allow me to request that this mark 
of disUnction may extend so far as to put me on the footini; of a real 
fireman of the town in the schools? 

•If you are so very kind as to grant my request^ it will certainly be 
$k constant incentive to me to straiii every nerve where I can officially 
ware you ; and will, if possible, increase that grateful respect with 
which i bsve tko honour to be^ gentlemen, Ice. RB. 

' The reqaett waa immedktelj complied with, and jcmxig Itobert 
Bums, iddi one er tw6 of his brothers, were in the waj of receiving 
Ml exeeflent edncatioii at Httb expense wken their dilth^tiiahed 
fiitherdied. i 



nvwan to urn TfloMsoir. 

OPEN THE DOOR TO HE, 0B| 

< <q>eB the door, aome pity to Att/Wf. 

open tl^ doer to me^ oh) . . 

though thou hast been fiEdse, I'll ever prove tra% 
O i^pen the door to me, ohl ^ 

< Orald IB the blast upon my pale cheek, 

But oautder thy love for me, oh t 
Tke ficoat that freezes the life at my hear^ 
li ntoght to my pams frae thea, oh! 

* The mm moon is setting behind th% white wave^ 

And time is setting wSh moy ohl . 
J'alae friends, £ftlse lov^ fiirewell I for mair ' • 

I'll ne'er trouble them, nor thee, oh !' 

She has opened the door, she has opened it wide ; 
'^ Bhe sees his pale corse on the plain, ohl 

. ^Hy tnia h>vel' she cried, and sankdown by his sida^ 
A ever to rise again, ohl 

I do not know ^lOiathw tlua a<iiitb*«*y 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



n% 



• BURirS to MB THOMSOir. 

TOUirO JESSIE. 

IVoe-hearted was litt» the sad swain o' the Yarrow, 
' Ab^ fair are the maids on ihe banks o' the Ayr, 

Bsiby the sweet side o' the Nith's winding rtVer, 
. Jtro l^rvn as fiadtfafnl, and msldeBS as/£r.r 
. c To equal young Jessie seek Scotknd^ all <yver ; 
To«qnal yoimg Jessie yon seek it in ya^;- 
Gnoe^ beantyy and elegance fetter her lover, 
•And maidenly modesiy fixes the duon. 

O fiiesk is tlie rose in the gi^ dewy momiog,' - ' 

And sweet is Uie lily at evening close ; . < ^ 

Bat in the fair presence o' lovely young Jessie 

Unseen is the lily, unheeded the rose. 
Love sits in hernule, a wizard ensnaring; 

Enthroned in her een he deliv«i« bis law : 
And 8^ to her charms she alone is a stranger^- 

Her modest demeanour's the jewel efaM 

in ^hit sofig Bums moant a compliment to Miss Janet Staig, 
«oeond daughter of the Provost oflhuhlHes, and subsequently 
'^le ^irife of Malor "WiU&m Miller, one of the sons of the poet's 
fonner landlord. Mrs Miller must have now been a very young 
lady, for her monument in Dumfries churchyard states that she 
died in March 1801, at the early age of 26., 



so P^tBIOX MlUOi^ S|K^ 07 DAUwnmm. 

DvMVRut, Jprtf 1718. 

fi^B^-^My poems halving just eome out in-another editioii, wffl you 
ido me the jHrnoor to accept 9t a copy! A mark of my gratitude 'to 
you, as a gentleman to whose goodness I have boon much indebted $ 
of my respect f^r you, as a patriot who, in a venal, sliding age, stands 
forth the champion of the Uherties ^ iny country ; and of my vene- 
ration lor yoii, as n man whose benevc^ence of heart doe« honour to 
homon nalure. 

There tMU a time, sic, when I was your dependent : this language 
^Un would have beoi like the vile mcense of flattery— I comd not 

' BagM had WfittMi Bootto, wtriifcHt Thawsiai> aTSwiAiaAott«»a> 



Digitized 



by Google 



havauMd ii Kow thai ^hafc oonnaetUnii is si a& dud, do me tlw 
hoBonr to MoefA of this Aofi«i< irilnrte of loqpeot filraa, flfir, your 
om^ kidebUd humbio servant^ . JLB. 



TO JOHK X^lfURDO, ^SQ^ DftUMI. ANRia. 

Di»n»Bt, 1793. 
Win, Mr M'Murdo do me the &vo«r to Mcsepi of thM6 yolttmes ?* 
a trifling bet «acere mark ittf the rerj liigk raq^eet I bear for hie 
worth at a raaa^ hk mannere ai a geattenHui^ and hk kindnees as « 
Inend, However inferior jbow, or afterward^ I muiy rank aa a poei^ 
one boiMst virtue to wkiek few poete eaa pretoiMlyl tmat I skall ever 
claim as mine — to no man, whatever his station in lif^ or his pow^r 
to servo m% h^ve I ever paid a oenqdiment at the expense <^ 
wmroL Tom AutHOB. 



tb niB KARL OF OLBNCllRir. 

Mr Los]>— When yon cast jenl* eje on ttie nione 1^ the bottom of 
this letter, and on the title-page of the book I do mysdf the honour 
to sasid your latMnpfi a more pleasar^kble feeling ^uw my va;6ity 
tellfl me that it must be a name not entirely unknown io yoq»i The 
s;enerou8 patronage of your late illustrious hrotiier fomid me in the 
lowest obscurity : he introduced my rosticinuse to the jMurtiality of 
my country ; and to him. I owe idL My sense of his goodness, and 
the anguish of my soul at losing my truly noble protector and frien<L 
I have endeavour^ tp express in a poem to his memory, which I 
have BOW published. This edition is Just from the press ; and in 
my gratitude to the dead, and my refl^>ect'for the living (fame bdiee 
you, mj lord, if yod possess not the same dignity <tf man, which was ' 
your noble' brother's charactOTis^ feature), I had destined a copy for 
ttte Eari of Oleaeaim. I learnt Jest, now that yoilaire in town: 
allow me to present it you. 

' 1 know, my lord, such is the vile^ vetial contagion which pervadea 
^.world.of lettcffft, that profoteiions'^ ni reject; firom «n aathoTy 
partiisulariy fnmi a poet to a lord,are more ths^ sni^icioas. I claia 
my .by^'past' conduct^ and my fiselings at this mcmiait, as eaoeptioii^ 
tp the too just oondunon. Bxalted ss are the honows of yoar 
lordship's name, and uaapted as is the obscurity of mme ; with the 
uprightness of an honest ^mmn, I come before your Jordsiupi witk 
aii offerings however humble, ^tis all I have to give, of my grated 

1 AUudinf to the tiara whM 1m held the turn of BUWwi4» •» tmast-to |ir 
MiUer. 
f Aoofqrefthenew^t|enofbiapoeiniL It WM in two yolumes. 

« A cag^^mik » n w amiaa if lys gownsr , x 
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■■ q il ii g-<^pd ^ hf of y99t mf lord; 'lit all I hMsm to Mb of jwiv' 
that joa 11^ 4o MO.iho hommr to aee«pt of it I b»Te ike iMmoiiv* 



IfR TBOifSOK TO BUKNf. 

EDiNBmROM, td April 1798. 

I WILL not recognise the tftte jon give ^ursdf, ' the prince of 
imhUrU oerrespoodentg;' but if the luijectiye were takem away, I 
tliink ibe title would then fit' you exactlj. It gives me pleasure to 
find you can famish anecdotes with respect to most of the songs : 
these wUl be a literary curiosity. 

I now send you my list of the songs, which I believe will be found 
nearly eomidete. I have put down the- first lines of all the English 
songs which I ytapoBe giving in addition to the Scotch verses. If any 
othm occur to you, better adapted to the character of the airs^ pray 
mentien them when you favour me with your strictures upon every*- 
thing dse relating to the work. 

Pleyel has latdy aent me a number of the songs, with his sympho- 
nies and aceompanimento added to them. I wish you wore here, that 
I might serve up oeme of them to yon witii your own verses, by way 
of dessert after dinnen There is so much delightful fancy in the 
symphonies, and such a delicate simplicity m the aocompaniments-^- 
they are indeed beyond all praise. 

I am veiy much please^ with the several last productions of your 
muse : your Lord Gregory^ in my estimation, is' more interesting than 
I^eter% beautiful as his is. Yoxa Htre awa^ WiUie^ must undergo 
some alterations, to suit tho ak. Mr firskme and I have been 
conning it ote? ; hewiU suggest what is necessary to make them 
a fit matoh.1 

' ' WattieHmg WUlie, M aKared by Mr Erddne and Mr Thomson :^ 

HoM ava, there awa, wandering WUlie, 

Hera awa, there ava» hand awa hame ; 
Come to my. boaom, ny ain only dearie, 

TeU DM thou bring'it me my WilUe^thc noM. 

Winter winds blew lond and caul* at our partiftg. 
Fears f(« my WUlie brought tears in my ee ; 

Welcome now simmer, and welcome my Willie, 
As simmer to nature, BO Willie to me. ^ 

Rett, ye wild storms, in the oaTO o' your slumben. 
How your dread howling a lover alarms! ( 

Blow soft, ye bveeses I roU gently, ye billows ! 
And wafti my degr laddie ance mair to my anna. 

Bu«-oh, if he *s Ikithlese, and minds na his Nannie, 
Flow si^l between us, thou dark-heaving main ! 

May I never see it, may I never trow it. 
While, dying, I think that my WilUe 's nay fdn. 

' Our poet, with Us usual Jttdgoient, ad<^pted ioine of thiie aI««niitiMU» sad v^aeltA 
silMxa. Thelaai6^aaato4M&mri;^ 
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pari of •or work, that he has volanteered hia aanatanoe, and has alseadj 
mritten four aonga for i^ whidi, bj his own desire^ I send for jonr 
pemsaL 



. BURN! TO' KB THOMSON^ 
THE SOLDIER'S ttBTVAK.^ 

When wild war^s deadly blast wa^ bliiwn^ 



And gentle peace returning, 

Wi* mony a sweet babe fatherlesi^ 

And mony a widow mourning i^ 



Here awa, thefe awa, wandering Wfllle, 

Here awa, there awa, haud awa hame ; 
€iiw t« my bgaotti, wkj 9im en3y dearie. 

Tell me ^ou bring'st jne my WUlie the 

WlttUr whids Mew iMkI and eaald St ow pwtiMb 

Feara tor my WiMie brought teafs in my ee< 
Welcome now simmer, and welcome my Willie^ 
lb* limmer to nature, my Willie to meb 

Beat, ye wild atorms, in the cave of your dumbert. 

How yonr dread howling a lover flarms ! 
Wanloea, ye hmeaeai row gently, ye hillomra I 

And waft my. dear laddia anoe mair to my anaa t 

Bnt (^ if he'a ftdtMefls, •adjBlBda nalds NaoBla, 
Flow still between 11a, thou wide-roaiing maiai 

May I never eee It, may I never trow it. 
But, dying, believe that my Willie "amy ain. 

* 8ev«tmi of the alterations seem to be of little importance in tbemfelvea, and won 
a^iqited, it may be presumed, for the sake of suitinfif the words better to the musiei 
Tbe Homeric epithet for tbesea^diarft^AMwIi^^aag^Bsted by BIr Erskiae, ia in itoalf 
more bea|itiftil,a8 w^ pertiapaaa naore aiiMime, than wide-roaring^ which he faaa 
Retained, but as it is only ^ppbcable to a placid state of the sea. or, at moat, to the 
awell left on its surfsee after the storm is over, itgiveaa piotuve of that«lement not 
ao well adapted to tbe ideas of eternal separation, witich the fair myiinar ia suppoeed 
to imprecate. From the original song of Her€ awhWUlie^ Bums .haB borrowed 
nothinff but the second line and part of the first. The superior exoellenca of this 
beautiful poon will, it is hoped, justify the different editions of it which we have 
ghren.'— CuimiB. 

1 * Bums, Ihave been informed, was one sumoner evening at tiia tnn atBrownhU 
with a eouple of friends, when a poor wayworn soldier passed the window : of a 
sudden, it struck the poet to call him in, an<l get tlie etoiy ef hisadventures ; alter 
listenii^ tawMoh, h»an at onoe itXk into one of thoae fltaof abetraction not unusual 
with him. He was lifted to the region where he bad his ** gajland and singing rebea 
about htm," and the result was the admirable song which he sent you for The Jfitf, 
Mill 0.*—<kirrespondeiU, pf Mr George Thomson. Mill - if annoch, a sweet pastoral 
Boene <m ttie C<nrl, near Coylton Kirk, is supposed to have been the spot where tha 
poet laiMigined the rencontre of the soldier and his mistress to have tidcen place. 
' FoHottMt^* And eyes agate witk pleasure beamed, 
T^ax had been W ea wd wttli lM g wml i ^ .* 
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ileft the Kii^s afed tented fitftdj' 
W^ere lang I'd bees a lodger, 

Us humble kttapsa4jk a' mf weakh^ 
A poor but honest uodgert 

A leal, light heart waa in in> brea«t^ 

My hand unstained ^i' plunder : ' 
And for fair Scotia, hame agate, 

I cheery on did wander. 
I thought upon the banks <f Coil, 

I thought upon my Nancy ; " 
I thought upon the witching smile 

That caught my youthful fancy. 

At length I reached the bonnieigleii 

Where early life I sported ; 
I passed the mill, and trysting thorn. 

Where Nancy aft I courted 1 ", . 
Wha spied I but my ain dear maMr 

Down by her mother^s dwelling 1 
And turned me round to hide the flood 

That in my een was swelling. 

Wi* altered voice, quoth I^ * Sweet las^ 

Bweet as yon liaw thorn's blossoixi, 
a happy, happy may ^^^ be, 

That's dearest to thy bosom I 
My purse is light, I've far to gang^ 

And fein would be thy lodger ; 
I've served my king and counia^ lang— 

Take pity on a sodgQr 1 ' 

Sae wistfully ahe gazed on me, 

And lovelier was tham ever ; 
Quo' she, * A sodger anoe I loed, 

J^orget him shall I never : 
Our humble cot and liamely fare 

Ye freely shall partakeo't ; 
That galliknt badge, the dear cockade, _ 

Ye'r© welcome for the sake o't.* 

^le gazed— she reddened like a ros^— 

Byne pale like <»iy lily ; , . -, 
^i64saak within my arms, and cried, 

* Art thpu my sin dear Willie 1' 
« By Him who made yon sun and flkyi^ 

By whom truo love's regarded, 
lam the man ; and thus may still 

True loveria bo upwawW* 
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Tlpe wtrf art oViv vod I "m lieBM hame^ 

And find tbee^still true-hearted ! 
Thou|^ poor in gear, ve're rich in lov^ 

Ai^ mair "We'ae ne*er be parted.* 
Qao* th% * Mj grondflire left me gowd, 

A m^len'j^nished faiify ; 
And coma» my faithfii* sodger lad, 

Thou'rt welcome to it dearly/ 

^or sold th« merchant ploughs the mabv 

The fanner ploughs the manor ; 
Bat glorj is the Badger's prize^ 

The sodger's wealth is hononr. 
The brave poor sodger ne^er despise^ 

Nor count liim as a stranger ; 
B«member he's his countr/s stay 

In day and hour of danger. 



KSa O' THE MILL. 

O ken ye what Meg o' the Mill has gotten f 

And ken ye what Mejp o' the Mill has gotten! 

She has gotten a coof wi' a clant o' siller, fe(fl lunp 

And broken the heart o' the badey Miller. 

!I%e Miller was strappin*; the Miller was rudd^; 
A heart like a lord, and a hue like a lady : 
The Laird was a widdiefii', bleerit knurl ; X— 
She's left the guidfellow and taen the churl. 

The Miller he hecht her a heart leal and loving ; oOWM 
The Laird did address her wi' matte)* more moving^ 
A fine j>acing horse wi' a clear ohain^ bri<He^ 
A whip t)y her side^ and a bonnie sido saddle. 

O wae on the siller, it is sae prevailing ! 
And wae on the love that is fixed on a mailen ! 
A tocher's nae w<Hrd in a true lover's parley 
But.gie me my love^ and a % for the warli' 

1 A poor littl»org|itiire. 

' Tlie poet had rdtouohed an old tang of this name for JoKnion*t JAmmm fa 
1788. It appeased in the sixth volume, as « written for this work hy Robert Burns,* 
l«t U 86 rade and wretched a prodnetlon. that we ouinot balfove msqjrworAiol 
It to have betel M^ppUed 1}JM aiMtatly A^en. 
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BUBICS TO MB TBOMSOIT. 

' . ' 1th April 179X 

Thani: 70V9 mj dear sir, for your packet Tou cannot imagine 
how mucb thifl busuiiess of com{)oeing tor your publication has adde4 
tct mv e^joymeots* . What with my, early attachment to hellads,, 
your book, so, baUad-making is now as completely my hobby-horse 
Bi| ever iortifica^tkm y^aM Unde Toby's ; so Til e'en canter it away 
^ I coma to the limit of my i^ac»— Qod grant that I may take the 
r^ght side of the winnhig-post 1 — imd then cheerfnlly looking back 
OB thp honest folks with whom I have been happy^ I sb^Ul say or 
singy Sae Merry ob ve tC hoe heenJ and, raising my last looks to 
the whole human race, the last words of the voice of Ceila^ shall be, 
Good-nighi, and Joy be vn^ you a* I .80 much for my last words : 
now for a few present remarks, as they have occurred at random, on 
looking over vour list 

The first lines of The^ Last Time I came o'er the Moor, and 
several othet lines in it, are beautiful ; but, in my opinion — pardon 
me^ revered shade of Ramsay I-^ the song is unworthy of the divine 
sir. I shall try to make or mend. ^or. ever, Forttme, wilt thou 
Pfromg is p charming song ; but Logan Bum and Logan Bro/ea is 
twoetly susceptible ^ rural imagery : I'll try that likewise, and if I 
succeed, the ot^ier song may claiss among the English ones. I 
remember the two last lines of a yerse in some of tlie old songs of 
Logan Water — ^for J know a good many different ones -r which ( 
, think pretty ; — - . 1 

* Now my dear lad nutuo i!M$e hit fae«. 
Far, fax trauo m« ^nd Logan bnM^' 

My PaHe is a Lover ga/y, is nnequah * His nun4 i* never nmddyp^ 
is ft muddy exp/ression indeed. 

* Then I'll resign and roarry Pate, 
And ayne my eodcemoBy'— 

- This is surely far unworthy of Bamsay, or your book. My song^ 
Bigs </ Barley^ to the same tune^ does not altogether please me ; 
Irat if I can mend ii^ and thrash a few loose sentiments out of it^ I 
urill submit it toyotnr consideration. TJieXaaso* Patios Mill is one 
of Bamsay's best songs ; but there is one loose sentiment in it, which . 
my much -valued friend Mr Erskine will take into his critical 
consideration. In Sir John Sinclair's statistical volumes are two 
claims— *one, I think, from Aberdeenshire, and the other from 
Ayrshire— for the honour of this song. The following anecdpte^ 
whicb I had from the present Sir William Cunningham of Bobert- 
land, who had it of the late John, Earl of Loudon^ I canj, on suc^ 
ftuthorities, believe :-* 

' 4 Bumii bere callt biniMll Ibe * Toioa ol Coil*,* hir imitation of Oaaian, wilt 
4aeoini6«te« hinitelf tli» * Vole* «f Cona.' Bme M«rr,i/ w we a^ ha« been J »aA Oooijit 
t^HL, nnd Jnp bewi*tf^ aV art tiia Dftfnet of two ^cottlfth tuzMt,^-p»R»i«,. . 



Digitized 



by Google 



2M umMXHfGitai^vtBgsL . 

ADM BMOomjwtM rtm^Bg at LoadMi Castle wHli the then Eni^ 
.fiUher to Earl John; and ona ioretioao^ riding or walldng on! 
ioge&er, his lordship and Allan passed a sweet, romantic tpoi on 
Irvtne Water^ still called Patie's Mill, where a bonnie lass was * 
^ tedding hay, bareheaded, on the green.' My lord observed to AUan 
that it would be a fine theme for a song. Bamsay took the hinit, 
and, lingering behind, he composed the ^rsi sketch of it, whidi he 
produced at atnner. 

One Day I Heard Mary e(ty, is a fine sorfg; but, for eonsfstency^ 
sake, alter the name Adonis. Were there ever sodi banns published 
as a purpose of marriage between Adonfs and Mary I I agree with 
you that rojr soag There* i nought but Cttre on ivery Hand, is mndi 
superior to Puirtith Camld. The originij^ song, The M^ MiU Of 
though excellent, is, on account tf delicacy, inadmissible ; stni Iltk^ 
the title, and think a Scoitisli song would suit the notes best ; and 
let your chosen song, which is very pretty, follow as an English Set. 
The Bank^ of the Dee is, you know, literally hangcieey to slow time. 
The song is wdl enough, but has some false imagery in it< for 
instanoe, ' . 

' And sweetly th^ nightingale sang from the tree.^ 

In the first place, the nighCtngale sings in a low bush, Init ndv^r 
from a tree ; and in the second place, there never was a nightingale 
seen or heard on the banks of the Dee, or on the banks of any oSier 
river in Scotland. Bxotio rural imagery is cdways ' conp&i^tfv^ 
fiat. If I' could hit oti another stanza, eqaal to 'The smail birds 
rejoice,' fcc. I do myself honestly avow that I think it a, superior 
song.i Johfi Anderaom, my /cK^e song to this tune in JohntQn*^ 
Musenm is my composition, and I thmk it not ray worst; if it snit 
yot^ takajt, and welcome. Your collection of sen|iniental «nd 
pathetic songs is, in my opinion, very coipplete^; but not so your 
comic ones. Where are TyUockgorurriy Lumps d Pvddin^ Tibbie 
Fowler^ and several othei^ which, in my ]mmble jadgment^are well 
worthy of preservation ? I'here is also one sentimental song of 
flsine m the Mueeitm, which never was known ov^ of HbS inmie£ate 
nreighbourhood, nntil I got ft taken down trtfm. a country gtk*!^ 
nnging. ^ It iff called Cragiebnm Wood, wid, in the opinion of Mr 
Clarke, is one of the sweetest -Scottish Songs. He is qaite an 
enthusiast about U; and I would take his taste In SeeitiBh Bmsio 
against (he taste of most connoisseurs. ' ' - 

You are quite right in inserting the last five in your lisl^ ^Mmgli 
they are certainly Irish. Shepherds^ J have loH my Love! is to m^ 
8 heavenly air— what would you thii\k of a set of Scottish versies to 
it ! I have made one to it, a good while ago, which I think ♦" •' ♦, 
but in its original state it^ is not quite a lady^s song. I enclose mi 

* The bwd did pradoee a secoctd stanm^ Th4^ ChemUetf$ lamerd'(iii wiAd^ 1m 
J*^ *!^y^» worthy of the fii»t-€uR»«, Bee he«h renea ^hl TdL It <rf tiM 
ftresent wiij^ )nce JiSr 
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ftlterei, not amended^ ecfpf^Pft y^m, ^yom ^imte t9 mk Ute liae lb 
it, and let the Urififa teme^liAiomA 

Mr Er^dne's sengO' are all pretfy, but Im Lane VeUe is divine* 
Yours, ko. 

Let me^kfiow' jtfuit bow you lik6 Uieie xmiidoiii hmts. 

Bums was not quite a silent and complying observer of the war 
carried on against the patriotic party in France. 

When General Dmnourier, after unparalleled victories, deserted 
the army of the RqHibUc, April 6, 1753, only prevented by 
narrow accidents from betraying his troops into the hands of the 
ttiemy, some one expressing joy in the event where Bums was 
present, he chanted idmost extempore the following venea, to the 
tone of B»bin Adair >^ 

You're wdiooine to Delete, Dumourier ; 
You^ weleometo Despot^ Dumouriex* - 
How does Dampierre do ! 
,Ay> and BeuruonviUe tool ^ 
Whydid ihey not oomo along with you, Dumourier ! 

1 Mr Thomson* it appears, did not approve of this song, even in its alteied state. 
It does not appMtr in the correspondence ; bat it is probably one to be Ibund- in hH 
nuuuuerl^ tipginniag 

Yestreen I got f pint of wise, 
Aplaoewtaerebo^ysawnai ^ 

Yestreen lay on this breast of mine 
Tb« gowden looks of Anna. "^ 

£Thehungiy Jew in wildemesf. 
Rejoicing o'er his manna, 

W«e naething t(y my hinny bSss 
^ . tJpoatheUpeof Anaat 

Ye monarohs iak di»eail and wtst, 

Fiae Indus to Savannah, 
6ie me within my straining graiEV 

The melting farm of Anna<- 
There 1 11 de^se imperial chanBB* 

An empveeaw sultana. 
While dying raptures in her arms, 

I give and take with Anna ! 

. ' Awa^thon flaunting god o'd«9r! 
Awa, thon pale Diana ! 
' nk star gae hide thy twinkling ray. 
When I 'm to meet my Anna. 
Come, in thy lavea plumage, nii^t t 

Sun, moon, and stars withdrawn a* ; , 

And bring an angel pen to write 
If jr tranbports wi* my Anna I> 

It is highly characteristic of oni'Wd , bift'the strain of sen tfraeftt doetf UOt canmpcitA 
tjrith the air to whitA lie profk>se« it should be aliiJdd.*-€uMiitt. 

^ DampiMTe was one of-Dumourier's generals, whan h»«xt»fk9^^ ^ mt i i * aloMf 
with hinv BenmcmviUe was an emissary of the Convention, so mui^i his friend thai 
he had similar hopes of him, which, however, were disappc^Ate^. Tbfd latter penoi| 
Uved to Sgwv in ibs erittoof fift Beftof9M«B tn 1814. 
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I «il.fi^ Tmi*m iKUk ]f«v, Bvnoimer ; 

I will fight Frano^ with yo«, Dionounor ; 

IwinfigbiFmiMwitiiyoa, m.- . 

I will take my chanoe with you ; 

Bjr mj Miily I'll teuMT a daikce with 70% DiOMvriflr. . 

Then lot lit fight aboiit^ Dumoorier; ... 
Then lei us fight about^ Damoiaier ; 
Then let vB fight abon^ 
Till freedom's spark ii otit» 
• Then we'll b0 dapinad, no doubt— Dmftoimer.' 

• • 

As will he afterwards seen, there ure other compositions oi^vat 
fattprndent b^rd, expressing ardent sympathy with the IVench^ as 
against the powers banded for the suppression of the B^mbUo. 
Nor coidd he always ke^, his tongue from betraying the senti- 
BMBts of his heart* Thos, for inctancei at a priyate dkmer party, 
•a the health of Mr Fitt being proposed, Bums called ^r a toast 
to Washii^;t<m, as a much greater mim, and was svllea booaaao 
his request was not obeyed; 

We now c<Mne to ihe remarkable letter which he wrote to Mr 
£r8kine of Mar, with reference to the late uiimadversions on his 
conduct by the Excise Board. Mr Erakine — gwindson of the 
rebel earl of 1715, and himself subsequently restored to the family 
titles — ^was a zealous Whig. Like other men of wealth of that 
party, he thought himself bound to do all in his power to compen- 
sate for the severity with which the government was treating some' 
<^ the humbler liberals. Having heard that Bums^ was diradssed 
from his ftitoaticm, he wrote to Mr Eiddel of Glenriddel, another 
of the DotaHes in the recent movements for parlif^cientary 
ref(»in, offering in that case to head a subscription in the poet^s 
behalt Bums consequently addressed Mr Erskine as follows :•— 



" TO JOHN FRANCIS ERSKINE, ESQ., OF HAR. 

DuimuEs, 1S» ApHl 1901. 

Sim— Degenerate as kmnlm zutture is said to be— and in many 
instanees worthless ahd unprincipled it is— still ih&re are bright 
examito to the eonlrary; examples that, even i|k the eyes of 
SQperior beings, must shed a lustre on the name of man. 

Such an example have I now before me, when you, sir, came 
forward to patronise and befrioid a distant obscure stranger, merely 
because poverty had msde him helpless^ and his BritU^ hardihood 
of mind had prov(^ed the arbitrary wantonness of power. My much-, 
•■toemed fnead. iA^r Biddel of Glenriddel, has just read me a paragraj^ 
of a letter he had from you. Accept, sir, of the sileiit throb of 
gtatStiido ; for words woq14 but mock the eosotiQns of my soul. 
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£BT«KB'ES&]f!|tt6KntB«Fll*&. Mm 

Ym 1av6 been nfamfbnned m to my 4iibI dliaiMwi torn ibe 
£xei8e ; I am st^l in the servtee.- Indeed, but for the exertions oC A 
gentleman who must 4)e known to yoi^ Mr Gb^am of !Euitr j— a ^ 
gentleman who has evo^ been my warm aitd generous fiiend — I had, 
without so' much as a hearing, or the slightest previ<ms mtknatiooi 
been torned adrift with my hapless fiu^ily to all J^he horrcwe of wa^t. 
Had 4 had any other resource, probably I mig^t have saved them the 
tumble of a dismission ; but the little money 1 gained by my publi- 
oation is, almost.every guinea^ embarked to sihre from ruin an only 
brother, who, though one of the wmiiHest, is by no means ime of ^iui 
most fortunate of men. 

In, my defence to their acQiisati<ms I said, (hat whatever might be 
my sentiments of republica»aOcient or mddern, as to Britain I abjured 
Uiie- id^a— that a constitution which, in its original principles, exper 
riencO had proved to be eVery way fitted for our happiness in society, 
it would be insanity to saerifice to an untried visionary theory^-^hi^ 
in consideration of my being situated in a department, however 
hnmbli^ immediately in the hands of people in- power, I had forborne 
taking/ any active part, either personaliy .or as an;a>uihor, in th# 
present business of Rbform : but that, where I must declare mg- 
tontim^nts^ I would say tbore <Kxidted a system of corruption between 
the executive power cmdr the representative part of the legislature^' 
which boded no good to our glorious coNsriTUtioir, and whtch every 
patriotic Britmi must wish t&see amended. Some such sentiments 
aa these I stated in a letter to my generous patron, Mr Grahai% 
which he laid before the Board at large, where, it seems^ my last 
remark gave great offence ; and one of our supendsors-genei^ a 
Mr Corbet, was instructed to inquire on the spot^imd to document 
Bie-~tiiat my business was to act, not to think; And that, .whatftv^r 
might be men or measures, it was-f^ me to be sUttd and^oMvmil 

Mr Oorbet was likewise my Steady friend; so between Mr Gn^iam 
and him X have- been partly forgiven : .only I undeiistand. that, all 
hopes of my getting officially forward are blasted. 

How^ sir, to tho business in which I wouhl more iamiediately 
interest you. The partiality of my coxtntrtmsn hd^ brought me 
forward as a man of genins^and has given vm a ohancter to support. 
In the POST I have avowed manly and independent se&timents,,whieh 
I trust will, be found in the manI Beasons of no less wjei^t l^Min 
Uie support of a wife uid £em|tly, have pointed out as the eligible^ 
Mod, situated as I uras, the only eligible line of life for me, my 
present occupation. Still my honest fame is my dearest concern; 
and a thousand times have I trembled at the idea of Hio^' degrading 
epithets that malico or misrepresentation may affix to my name. I 
have often, in blasting anticipation, listened to some future haokney 
scribbler, with the heavy msdice of savage stupidity, Oxulting in his 
hireling paragraphs -r- < Bufl^s, notwithstanding the Janfaronade of 
independence to be found in his works, and after having been held 
forth to public view and to public estimation as a man of some 
genius, y^ quite destitute of resonroes withip himself to support hi^ 



Digitized by Google 



JOS jstb Am vUMikj OF subiib.. 



b wPK i wM ^%nif7^ be dwindtod into a ppiHrjeaKisemai^ aaifl rinhk 
one tke rest ^ Iris insignificaiii existuioe ia the s&eaaies* of pufsoit^ 
Mid'tamotig the yiloBl of liiaiikind.* 

In yonr illnstrioiis hands, sir, permit ne to lodge my cBsavowal 
and detaioe of these rianderous ^sUs^oods. . Bumis-was » podr 
nnn from birth, and an exciseman by necessity ; but — / vnU^way it-^ 
the sterling of Iris hon^t worth no poveariy oonid debase, and his 
independent British mind oppression might bend, bat cookl nol 
snbdue. Have not I, to mcL a more preoiont stake in my oountr^^ 
HFi^flu^ than the richest dnkedom in it! I have a lai^ fanriity of 
children, and the prospect of many more. I have three amis^ who^ I 
aee ahready, have bro«^t into the world souls iU qualified to inhabit . 
the bodies of slatks. Can I look tamely t>h, and see any maehina- 
tioti to wrest from them the birthright of my bbys — the little 
independent B&itoNS, in whose veins ruitf my own bloodi No i I 
will not, shoi^d ifty heart's blood stream around mgr atteimpt to 
defend it ! - ■ u - 

Does any man tell me, that my fhll efibrts can be of no service. 
Mid that it does not belong to my hnml^ station t^ meddle w^ the 
oottc^n of a hationt 

I can t^ hkn that it is on- sndi hidividnals as I that a nation hat 
io rest, both'for the hand of support and the eye of intelligence. 
7he uninformed mob may swell a nation's bulk ; and ^e titled, Ui^el, 
eoortly throng may be its feathered ornament ; Imt the number of 
those who are eW^ted hnoogh in life to reassoi and to reflect, yet 
low enough to keep 'dear of the veut contaghHl of a teurt— ^ese - 
are a natioti'a strength ! ' 

I knew not how to apole|[ise for the impertinent length <yf tiris 
<QMtle ; bdt )»ne- small request I must ask of yon ^U'dier-^When 
yoit have h^netlred tibns letter with a perusal please to commit it to 
tfio flames. Bitrms, in whose behalf yon. hav^ so gen e rott ri y .mte- 
fwtod yeursel^ I loive here, in his native celoi^-^drswti as he tt/ 
but should any of the people in whose hands is ^'e very hread h^ 
«at8, get Che -Inst knowledge of the picture, U tpffuld ndm the poor 
BARn^««er. - 

Hy iwems hav^ jnst cotve out in another edidoii, I beg leam td 
present yon with a copy, as a tmiaU marie of that hig^ esteem and 
iirdeht gratitode with whidi I have the honour to be^ #ir, your 
deeidy-indebted afetd ever-devoted humble servant, B. B» 



VR THOBfSQN TQ BUKN9. . , 

^- 1&tHnivit69,Apr1lVl9S. 

I KEJOICB to And, my dear sir, that ballad-making continues to be 

your hobby-horse. Great pity 'twould be were it otherwise. I hope 

you win ambleifrj^way for many a year, and 'witch Oieworid with 

your horaematiriiip.*- . ^ 
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limwIStK^ wre a g99d xxtan^r lively: soiigit of v^tA ^#- 1 hvm 
BOt pul down in tfao l»t-iient yon} but I have them all-in my ^e. 
My PaSie is a L6ver gtty^ though a little uBegna), ia a nakiral and 
Tery pleasing sonjg^ and I humbi^ think we ought not to displaao or 
alter it, except tlie last slanza. .... [Here followed a nnmber «f 
ohflervationsr on the Scottish, songs, atid on themamter of adaf)4jJi^ 
these to the music.] 



BURNS TO MR TBOHSOH. . 

I HAYS youTS^ my dear sir^^this moment. I shall answer it and 
your former letter^ in my desultory way of saying whatever corno^ 
ipjHpennost. 

* ThQ business of many of our tones wanting at the beginning 'whai 
iddlers call a starting-note, is often a rub to us poor irhymers. 

/ Tbere 18 btair, braw lads <m Yiarrow br4e», 
Tltt,t wander tlttougli th« btoomteg^ieatlMV/ 

you may aJtoir to^ 

< Biuw^ Imiw ladi ^[1 Ymtqw teaei, 
. , X«"waader,'»^&c , .. 

My song^ Here awa^ ^tere aioa, as amended by Mr Endcme^ Z 
entirely approve of, and i*etum yon.2 . , % 

Give me leave to criticise your taste in th^ onlytl^g inn^ii^ it 
S% in my q^on, reprehensible. Ton know I ought to - koom 
something of my own trade. Of pathos, sentiment, imd p<^t yott 
are a complete judge ; but there is a quality more necessary than 
either in a^song^ and which is the very essence of a ballad — I mean 
■implioity : now, if I mistake not^ this ladt fbature you ju^ a little 
tapH to salorifice to the foregoing. 

Ramsay, as every either poetyhto not been always equally haj^y 
in his pieces ; still I cannot ^prove of taking si|ch liberties with mk 
author as Mr W[alker] {Hroposee dcoof with Th£ Laet TH'tm I <xme o*er 
the Moor, Let a poet, i he (dMoses, take,up the idea of another, and 
work it into a piece of his Own; but to mangle the worics of the 
poor bard whose tuneful tcmgue h now muto ^ ever in the dark 
and narrow hons^— by Heaven, 'twould be sa<nilegel I grant that 
Mr W[alkel*]'s versioB is an iiii^mvemeiit ; but I know Mr W[alker} 
well, and esteem him much ; let him mend the song, as the Highr 
lander m^ded his gun^he gave it a new ftoak, a new look, and a 
newberr^. 

I do not by this object to leaving out improper stanzas, where 

> Tn mastoearit^, * Rove amaxig th9 Uooming heather.* Mr ^omaon had sabe^' 
qoently adopted, • Vfe wander.' 

^ The t^e^ B40 alreadrseen OistBoiBB did no* tmOly adept all «ia&Einkliie'» 
aUexatioBa.— CuBKia. 
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ItOBt ttPaU^9 MiU must be left out: t^e ^og will be nothing worse 
for iC I am net sure if we can take the aame libert/ with Com- 
rifft are .Qonmie, Perhapg it might'want the last stanaa, and he the 
better for it, Cauld Koil in Aberdeen you nmst leave with me yet 
awiiiUk I have vowed to have, a eoog to that air on the ladjr whom 
1 attempted to celebrate in the verges PuirtUh Cauld onfi Hegdess Love. 
At anyrate, my other aong. Green grow the Basket will never suiL 
That topff ia current in Scotland under the eld title, and to the 
merry old tune of that name, which of cou][8e would mar the 
pregreae ef your song to celelmty* Teur book will l>e the standard 
of &ot8 songs for the future : let this idea ever keep your judgment 
en the alarm. 

I send a song on a celebrated toast in this country id suit Bennie 
Dundee, t Send you also a ballad to 7%<s if i^ iftK 0/' 

The Uut Time I came o^er the Moor I would fain attempt to make a * 
Boots song for, and let Ramsay's be the English set. You shall hear 
from me soon. When you go to^ London on this business c^n yott 
oome by Dumfries f I have still several MS. Soots airs by ms^ 
which I have picked up mostly from the singing of conntry lasses. 
They please me vastly ; but your learned lags ^ would pertu^ be 
di^lcAsed with the very feature for which I like them. I call 
them simple ; you would pronounce them silly. Do you know a 
fine air caUed Jackie Hum^e LamerU f I have a song of considerable 
merit to that air. Til enclose you both the song and tune, as I had 
them ready to send to Jokneov^s Museum? I send you likewise, to 
mev a be« , nt i f ul little air, which I iuul taken down from vjkva voce,* 
▲dieu. 



BURNS TO MR THOMSON. 

April 179L 

The last time I ioame o*» the moo^ , . .^ 

And lefl Maria's dwellii^, 
' What throes, what tortures parsing ^ire^ 

Were in my bosom swelUng: s^ . 

Condemned to see mj rival's reign^ 
" While i in.seoret langnish; 
To, feel a' fire in every vein. 

Yet dare not apeak my anguish. 

' 1 Tbe Kfhg to ^e tone d Botmi»D%mdee U tiiAt named Jairle. Xbe ballad to 
Th£ Mill, MiU Ol \M that begUmng * W^ea wiUt war's deadly blast was blawn.'— 
Cuaaia. 
•Bars. 

* The song here mentioned is that given in a preceding letter, ken ye what Meg 
.0' ihtUmhiugtitlLu^f This aong is sucely Mr Rums's own wrilidg, thoui^ ho dots ' 

^ g^^'Jly prai»e his own songs so much.— JVote }>y Mf Thotnnn, 

* Theairfcsta i jTi wnUo tted is tliat for whi^h he wrote the b.Ulad of BonnU/emt^ 
(-vaaiB. ^ ' . 
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liovc^ v^esi ivvBtoh* ^etpab r &ig^ I • 

^aiu, fain my orime would covor: 
'J he unweetiDg grean, the bursUiig sigh, 

Betray the guiHylpver, 
I know my doom must be despair. 

Thou wilt nor cimst reUave me; 
BujL O Maria^ heftr my prayer^ 

For pity's sake, fbrgive me! 

The music of tihy tongue I heand. 

Nor wist while it enslaved me ; 
I saw thine eyes, yet nothing feared^ 
' Till fears bo more had saved moi 
The unwary sailor thus aghast 

The wheeling torrent viewing, 
In circling horrors ^elds at last 

In ovMTwhelniing ruin! 

Mt bear Stii^I had scarcely put nfy last letter inta the post- 
ofiSce when I took up the subject of TJie Last Time J cam^ o'er ih€ 
JHooTf and ere I slept drew the outlines of the foregoing. How far 
I have succeeded I leave «n this, as on every other occasion, to yon 
to dedde. I own my vanity is flattered when you give my songs a 
place in your elegant and superb work j but to be of j^rvtce to the 
work is my first wish. As I have often told you, I do not iii a 
single instance wish you, out of compliment to me, to insert anything 
of niine. One hint £etW give you — whatever Mr Pleyol does, let 
himnot alter one iota of the original Scottish airs — I mean in ike 
song department-^but let our naticmal music preserve its native 
featio^es. They are^ I own, frequently wild and irreducible to the 
mere modem rules ; but en that yery ecoentrtdty, perhaps^ dspeads 
a great.part of their effact. 

The ientiments expressed in the song which the poet transcribed 
in the above letter are not pleasing. They hint at a discreditable 
pasaion, in which no pure mind coidd possibly sytnpathise; 
therefcNre they mhst be hdd as unfitted for song. It can scitroely 
be donbted that they were suggested bj some ro^dng seniiati^ns 
of the bard towards the too -witching Mrs Riddel, though that 
these bore no great proportion to the mere mitier oi the artist 
aiming at a certain literary effect is equally probable.. It will be 
found that Boms afterwards made considerable alterations in the 
song. 



XR THOMSON TO BUBlfS. 

BoimtCBtfR, SM ^jirtf 1998. 
I HBABTiLT thank you, my dear sir, for your last two letters, and 
the songs which accompanied theiti. I. em always both instnicted 
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and entOTtaisad b^ jonr t ti s cji T ati dM B, fad lAMftwIniess with wliieh 
you speak out your mind k to ne highly agreeable. It is vary 
possible I may tiot have the tiue idea ^ simpltcity in compositi<Hi. 
I confess there are several songs, of Allan Ramsay's for example, thai 
I thhik silly enough, which aaoUier person, more conversant than I 
l^ve been with country people, would perhaps call simple and natursL 
But the loweet scenes of simple nature will not please generally, if 
copied precisely as they are. The poet, like the painter, must select 
what wUl form an agreeable, as well aa a natural picture.^ Qn this 
subject.it were easy to enlarge ; but at present sijdfice it to say, that 
I consider simpOcity, rightly understood, as a most essential quality 
in composition, and Uie groundwork of beavty in all the arts. I will 
gladly appiropriate your most interesting new ballad^ * When wild 
war's deadly Mast,* kc io The MiU, Mia 01 as well as the two 
ether songs to their respective airs ; bot the third and fourth lines of 
the first verse must undergo some little alteration in order to suit 
ihe music. Pleyel does not alter a single note of the songs. That 
would be abeuM indeed 1 With the aira which he introduced into 
^e sonatas, I allow him to take such liberties as he pleases ; but that 
has nothing to do with the songs. 

P,S.—'T wish yoil would do as you proposed with your Sigs of 
Barley, If the loose sentiments are thrashed out of it, I will find^ 
an air for it ; but as to this there is no^hurry. 



TO lOt ROBSRT AINSLI% ST JAMES'S STBBSTy EDI^BUBOH. 

I AX — - ont of hnmonr, my dear Ainslie, and that is the reason 
why I take up the pen to you : 'tis the nearest way (probatum egt) ta 
recover my spirits again. 

I reeeivad your last, and was mnoh entertained witii it ; bht I wiQ 
]k>t at this time, nor at any other .time, answer it. Answer a letter ! — 
I never could answer a letter in my life. I have writtan many -a 
letter in return for letters I have received; but then^— thay wen 
original matter — spurt-away ! zig here, zag there ; as if the devil^ 
that my grannie (an old woman indeed !) often told me^ rode on WiUr 
d'-wisp, or, in her more classic phrase^ Spunkie, were looking ovar 
mj elbow. A happy thought that idea has engendered in my head 1 
Spunkie, thou sbalt henceforth be my Symbol, Signature, and' Tute- 
lary Oeniusi Like thee, hap-8tep«and-loup, here-awa-there-awa, 
higglety-pigglety, pell-mell, hither- and -yont, ram-stam, happy -go- 
ludcy, uptiuls-a'-by-^e-light-o'-the-moon — ^bas been, is^ and shall 
be, my progress through the mosses and moors, of this vHe^ bleak, 
barren wilderness of a' fife of ours. ' 

Coio^ tiken, my guardian spirit ! like thae, may I skip away, amna- 

' The orthodox doctrine its against the Wordsworthian herciy. 
»6ol»doig«IbyMrAlni^ie. " 
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ifif itiys^ b^^ ludcT at ']1I3^ d^wii Ug^; and if aeny opaqoMB^d-liMav 
•f maokind complain t^my elSn^ lambent, ^imit>Qr««9 ^fwodcriipfa 
have mUIedhis stupid steps over preoipicevor icito bogs, let the thickr 
headed blunderbuss recoUeet that he is not Sfunkib : — that 

* Spunkib's wanderlngB^uld not copied 1)6 ; . 
Amid these perils n^one durst walk but he.' 

I feel Tastly better, ^ I give you joy. ... I have no doubt but 
scholarcrafl may be caught, as a Scotchmen catches the itch^ by 
friction. How else can you account for it, that bom blockheads, hy 
mere dint of hanging books, grow so wise that even th^ themselves 
kM equally convinced of and surprised at their own parts f I once 
carried this philosophy tct that degre^ that in a knot t)f country folks 
who had a library amongst them, and who, to the honour of their 
good sense, made me factotum in the business ; one of our members, 
a little, wise-looking, squat, 'upright, jabbering body df a tailor, I 
advised him, instead of turning over the leaves, to hind the book on kis^ 
bads, Johnnie took the hint, and as our meetings were every fourth 
Saturday, and Pricklouse having a good Scots mile to walk in comings 
and of course another in returning, Bodkin was sure to lay his hand 
on soipe heavy quarto or ponderous folio, with, and under which, 
wrapt up in his gray plaid, he grew wise as he grew Weary, all the 
way home* He carried this so far, that an old musty Hebrew con- 
cordance, which we had in a present ^ from a neighbouring priest, by 
mere dint of applying it, as doctors do a blistering plaster, between 
his shoulders,'Stitch in a dozen pilgrimages acquired as much rational 
theology as the said priebt had done by forty years' pelnsal of the pages» 

Tell me^ and t^ me truly, what you think of this tfaeoryl 
Toursy SpunkiB. 

Although it canoot be said of Bums and Jean, as of Dr Prim- 
rose and his worthy partner, that * all their adventures w6re by 
the Iftreside, and aJl their migrations from the blue bed to the 
browB,' there n«yQithele8» does attach to such domestic paiticulars 
in^their case a certain .unportanoe, proportioned to the difficulty 
which is e3q>erierieed in obtaining a cle^ and authentfc view of the 
Hfe of the great poet. It becomes tolerably oertam, from the 
removal which they effected at Whitsunday 1793,^ from their little^ 
floor of a house in the Wee Vennel to a small detached or inde- 
pendent dy^eUing in the Mill-hole Brae or Mill Vennel, thai they 
felt themselves at that time in circumstances to justify an enlarge- 
ment of expense for the Bake of ^greater comfort. It would be 
only an advance from a £© or £7 rent to one of £1^ or £12; yet 
this, in their humble cireuBostances, was a considerable improve- 

^ 7n a preMNt— Scottlcinn tat at a pre$eiU. 

* Allan CuBDingham ptacea this event at Mtdsamnier 1794, a time of gloom 
to Bums. The above is aaeertamed as the txaw date by an aeooont for a grate ' 
fttmished to the new dwelling by Qeorge SEsufi^, htftolramitht amontttiiig, with the 
faider and other articka, to £1, 7b. ^ 
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Mw howe WM « neat one of two floors ; oontaining kitchen, p&rlonr^ 
one Of two good bedrooms, together, with several lesser apart- 
ments, useM for the accommodation of a yonng family. It is ^fost 
possible that bj the time the house came to be occupied, the 
cheerful views under which it had been t&ken were somewhat 
overcast, for the first few months of the war had intervened, pro- 
ducing a general difficulty throughout the nation. Bums contem- 
plated the downward progress of his country at that time with 
feelings of keen indignation^ whidi would occasionally escape in 
ooQunaBicatioiiB to lus Hiore intimate Mends: 

TO KR PBTEB HILL. 

[DrMFRiKA, Jtfaif 1793?} 

# " » ♦ * ' « • 

1 BOPB and iamst that this unlucky blast which has overturned so 
many, and many worthy characters^ who four months ago little 
dreaded any such thing^will spare my friend. 

may tiie wrath and corse of aU mankind haunt and harasa 
theee turbulent, unprincipled miscreants who have involved a People 
in this ruinous business ! 

1 have npt a moment more. Blessed be he that blesseth thee, an4 
cursed be he that curseth thee, and the wretch whose envious 
malice would injure thee ; may the Giver of every good and perfect 
gift say unto him, * Thou shalt not proisper I' B. B 



BURNS TO lot SHOHSON. 

Wbbn I tell you, my dear tir^ that a friend of mine, in whom I 
am much interested, has fallen a sacrifice to these accursed times, 
you will easily allow that it might unhinge me for doing any good 
among ballads. My own loss, as to pecuniary matters, is jtrifiing; but 
the total ruin of a much-loved friend is a loss indeed* Pardon my 
•eeming Inattention to your last commands. 

I cannot alter the dispvted linOs in The MUl, Mitt ! ^ What you 

1 The UnM-Wore th« tbird Md <i>artli •'— 

< Wi' mooy a sweet babe &therleis. 
And mony a widow mpuming.' 
As our poet had maintained a long iitonce, and the first number of Mr Thomscm^ 
musical work.was in ihe press, this gentleman ventored, by Mr Bxsldne'S advioe, to 
- substitute lor them in that publication— 

* And ^ee again with pleasure beamed 
That had been bleared with mouxving.* 
Though better suited to the music, these lines are inferior to Oie originaL This if 
the only alteration adopted by Mr Thomson which Bums did not approve, or ^ 
leastassentto.'--OimaiB. "^ ^ 
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differ. Iskajl now, wi4k tm nnHch .Alacrity M I oaa mnsteri go o* 
wilh joiir oom^nandt. 

• "tmi know Fraaer^ tile hau^Miy-plftjrer in Edmbnrg ^ - h o is here 
jbstmcting. » band of muaio for a fencibla eorps quartered in this 
eonntgr. .Axatmg.maSxy^of his airs that please me, there is one^ weS 
known as a rsel, by the name of The i^wikef's Wife ; an4 whieb^I 
remember^ a grand -annt of mine used to mng by tho name of 
Liggeram Cfbsh, my Bonnie Wee L<Z8s, Mr Fraser plays it slow, and 
with an expression that quite eharms me. I became such an enthu^ 
siast about it) that I made a song for it, which I here subjoin, and 
enclose Fraser^s set of the tune. If they hii your fancy, they are' 
ai your service; if iMt, i»tnm me the tune, and I wiu put it in 
Jobn9on*s Muteum, I think the song is not in my worst manner. 



'SLITHE HAE I BEEN ON YON HILL. 

Blithe hae I been on yon hill. 

As the lambs before me ; 
I Careless ilka thought and free. 

As the breeze flew o'er me ; 
Kow nae longer sport and play, 

Bfirth or sang can please me; 
Lesley is sae fair and coy. 

Care and anguish seize me. 

Heavy, heavy is the task. 

Hopeless love declarmg; 
Trembling, I dow npcht Imt glower, 
- Sighing, dnmb,despairmg( 
If she winna eaae the thraws 

In my bosom swei^g, 
Und«*neath the grass-green sod, 
Soon maun be my dwelling. 

I diould wiflii to hoai; how this pleases you. 



BUIUfS TO HR THOMSON. 

9MJtJMiMl9WL 

Have you ever, my deaf dr, felt your bosom, ready to burst witli 
indignation, on reading of those mighty villains who divide king- 
dom against kingdom, desolate provinces, and lay nations waste, out 
of the wantonness of ambition, or often from still more igiu>bl^ 
paseiona t In • mood of this kind io-<by I recollected the j»r ol 
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Wblyhadilsopi^UifrMi the pbiatwi» imdJignatioa ^f aoiae swdKng^ 
•offering hearti fired at the tTTannic strides of smm poblio deetroyer^ 
9md orerwhelvied witfa pri^r»te di e tr eee , ike eonseqseftee of a 
•oimtry's rain. If I iMive done anything at aU like jaetioe to mf 
^»eUngi^ the following aong, eompoeed in tfareeH|iiartera of an hooi'a 
neditatioiK In mj elbow«hairy ought lo hm% eeme merit :-- 



LOOAKBmAEi. 

6 Logan^ sweetty ididel thou glide 
That di^ I was my WilKe^a bride ! 
And yean rinsyne hae o*er oa ran. 
Like Logan to the simmer sun. 
But now thy flowery hanks appear 
Like dramBe winter, dark and drear. 
While my dear lad maun face his faee^ ] 
Far, far frae me and Lc^an braes. 

Again the merry month o* May 

Has made our hills and valleys gtiy ; 

The birds rejoice in leafy bowers, 

The bees hum round the breathii^ flowers : 

Blitho morning lifts his rosy eye, 

And eveniufl^s tears are tears of joy : 

My soul, delightless, a' surveys^ 

WhUe wane's fiur frae Logan Inaes. . , 

Within yoft mSk-wbite hawthorn bush, 
Amang her nestJings sits the thmsh ; 
Her faithfu' mate will shai^ her toil, 
. Or wi* his scmgs her oares beguile: 
But I wi* my sweet nurslings here^ 
Nae mate to help, nae mate to cheer, 
Pass widowed nights and joyless dag^ 
While Willie's far frae Logan braes. 

> The air of LogoH Water !• old, and there are teveral old aongi to it Inune- 
dlately before the riee ot Barm, Mr John Majne, who afterwafda became knowa 
for a poeiu entitled the tfWarCiw, wrote a very agreeable aong to the air, beginning, 

* By Logan's •treamfl, that rin eae de^* 

Uwat pofUiebed in the Star newspaper, May 23, 1789. Bums, having heard that 
Aong, and supposing it to be a^ old composition, adopted Into th« above a cova>Iet 
from it, which he admired— 

* While my dear lad maun fSaoe his fiies. 
Far, tax frae me and Logan braes.' 

|frMw MTed to a goed old a«e, and «ed, Ifturoh M, J«W, at liiBon Cto>te, noM 



Digitized 



by Google 



O wae upon jroii, men o' sUtte, 
That brethren reuse to deadly hate I 
As ye make many a fond heart mouni, 
Bae may it on your heads return I 
How can your flinty hearts enjoy 
The widow's tear, the orphan's cry !^ 
' But soon may peace bring happy days, 
. And Willie hame to Logan braes I 

Do yon know the followmg beautiAil littie ficagment^ in WiUier- 
ipoon'fl colJ^ction of Scots scmgs ! 

6 gin my love were yon red rose. 

That grows upon the castle wa'; » 

And I mysel' a drap o' dew, 

Into her bonnie breast to fa' I 

O there, beyond expression blest^ 

I'd feast on beauty a' the night ; * , 

Sealed on her silk-saft faulds te rest, 

Till fleyed awa by Phoebus' light I 

This ibonght is inei^ressibly beaintiful, and quite, so far as I 
know, original. It is too short for a song, else I would forswear yon 
altogether, unless you gave it a place. I have often tHed to 
eke a stanza to it, but in vain. After balancing ihyself f(u: a nuBing 
five minutes, on the hmd-legs of my elbow-chair, 1 produced the 
Ibllowing. 

The v or se s are &r inferior to €ke foregoing, I frankly confess ; but 
ii worthy of inserticm at all, they might be first in plac% as every 
poet who knows anything of his trade will husband his best thoughti 
iSotr a conduding stroka 

O were my love yon Mae &ir, 
' Wi' purple blossoms to the spring ; 
And I, a bird to shelter there, 
When wearied on my Httle wing ! 

Hew I wad moitm, when it was torn 

By autumn wild, and winter rude I 
But I wad sing on wanton wing 

When youwfu' May its bloom renewed. 

1 origUuiUy, 

. * Ye mind na, 'mid your cruel Joys, 

The widow*! tean, Uie orphan'fe orlet.* 
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MA THOMSON TO BURNS. 

Monday, IH July 179S. 

I kM 0ztr«mely sony, my good sir, that anything should happen to 
unhinge you. The times are terribly out of tune, and when harmony 
will l^ restored, Heaven knows. 

The first book of songs, just published, will be despatched to you 
along with this. Let me be iavoured with your opinion of i^ frankly 
and freely. 

I shall certainly give a place to the song you have written for the 
Quaker^B Wife ; it is quite enchanting. Pray, will you return the 
list of songs, with such airs added to it as you think ought to be 
included ! The business now rests entirely on myself, the gentlemen 
who originally agreed to join the speculation having requested to be 
otfl No mattOT, a loser I cannot be. The superior excellence of the 
work wilf create a general demand for it as soon as it is properly 
known ; and were the sale even slower than it promises to be^ I 
should be somewhat compensated for my labour by the pleasure I 
sh&ll receive from the music. I cannot express how much I am 
obliged to you for the exquisite new songs you are sending me ; 
but thanks, my friend, are a poor return for what you have done---as 
I shall be benefited by the publication, yo« must suffer me to enclose 
a small mark of my gratitude,^ apd to repeal it afterwards when I 
find it convenient. Do not return it, for, by Heaven ! if you d(^ 
our correspoadence is at an end ; and though this would be no loss 
to you, it would mar the publication, which, under your auspice^ 
cannot fail to be resectable and intei^ing. 

I thank ymi ibr your delicate additional verses to* the old fragment 
and for yoar e^^ilmA song to Logan ^o^ -^ Thomson's tmly 
elegant one will follow fot t)ie English silver. Tomr dpostrbplie 
to statesmen is ai^mirable, but I am not snre 3" it is quite suitable to 
the supposed gentle eharaeter of the fitir mourner who speaks it. 



BVRNS TO MR TBOMSOK. « 

idJu^lTM. 

Mt D&ui SiB^I have just finished ihe following ballad, and, as 
I do think it in my best style, t send it you. Mr Glturke, who 
wrote down the air from Mrs Bums's wood-note wild, is very fond of 
it, and has given it a celebrity by teaching it to some young ladies of 
the first fashion hero. If you do not like the air enough lb give* it a 

/ 1 Fivepoond** 
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^ace in your colleclibB, pleas© retnrp it. The song yon ipMiykeej*, 
ag I remeniber it. 



BONNIE J^AN. 

There was a lass, and she was faii^ ' ' 
[' ^ At kirk and market to be seen; 

'^ Wken a' the fairest maids were met, 

. Gdie fJEurest maid was bonnie ^ean. 

^» ' . . ' . - , ' 

*' Andaye^be wrongbt ber mammie*4B watky 

And aye she sang sae merrilie : 
The blithest bird upon the btish 
Had ne^er a fighter heart than she. 

* ~ Bi?t hawks will rob the tender joys 

That bless the little Untwhite's nest ; 
Ajid frost will blight the' fairest flowers. 
And love will break the soundest Irest. ^ 

Tdimg ^bie was the brawest lad, 
The flowed and pride of a' the glen ; 

And he ha^ owse% sheep, and kye. 
And wanton na^iea nine or ten. 

. ^ - He gaed wi' Jeanie to the trysfce, 

He daxiced wi' Jeanie on tjie down ; 
And lang ere' witless Jeanie wist, 
. , ' ' ' ' ' Her heart was tint, her peifee was stown. 

As in the bosom o' th»stream 
••' The moonbeam dwells at dewy e^en, 
* So tt^mbling^pnre, W|f33 t^der loye . 
, /■ ^ WHhin ibs breast o' bonnie Jean.1 

And now' she works her mammie^s wark, 
^d aye she sighs wi' eare and pidn ; 

iTet wist na whai her ail nughtbev - ' 
Or what wad mak her weel again* 



Bat did na Jeanie's heart loup lights 
' -: And did na joy blink in her ^^^ 

As Bobie tauld a tale o' love . ^ ' 

. Ae e'enin on the lilylea| 

> III d^ original mumsctipt, ouz poei asks Mr Thon^acii if tbi><.atrf«i«a In mA 
crIgiiuL-— Cumis. • . ' 

IIL O n - ^ 
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The son was sinkiiig id €ke wesV 
The birds sang sweet in ilka ffrorej 
• Bom cheek to ben be fondly preet, 

A&d whi«p«red thus bia tale o' love : 

^ O Jeanie faiiv I loe thee dear ; 

O canst thou think to hsiey me; 
Or wilt thoa leave thy mammie*a co^ 

And learo to t^nt U»e iartna wiT ope f , . - 

* At b«ra 6r byre thou ahalt na dfadge. 

Or naaihing efae to trouble thee; 
Alt stray amang the heather-bell^ 

And tent the waving corn wi' me* 

New what eonld artiest Jeanie do t 
She bad nae will to say him na ; 
At length ahe blashed a sweet consent^ 
. And love was aye between them lwa» 

I have some tbonghta oi inserting in yonr indexyor in my notei^ 
the names of the fiur ones, the themes of my songs. I do not mean 
the name at foil, hot da^ies ta astnistM^ so 4s uige^nity may imd 
them out 

The heroine of the foregoing is Miss Macm^DotkH daoghter to Jttr 
Ifacmm^ of Dnunlanrig, one of yopr snbscribexs. I have npl 
painted her in the rank whicL she holds in lif% bnt In the drees 
and cbaracter-of a cottager.^ 

Mr Macmturdo at this time resided at or in Uie immediate 
neighbourhood of Dumfries. Mr. Clarke acte4 -as mnsiQ^maktec, 
to his danghtffitB. 



I JkSSimB yon* my dear dr, that yon tmly hnrt me with your 
pecmkiary p^u*cel. It degrades me hi my own eyes. Howevu', to 
return it would savour of affectation; but, as to any more traftc of 
that debtor and creditor kind, I . swear, by tbat Holrduit whidi 
M'tfwns the npri|ht statue of RoBBnT Burns's IvTE/^hm—on the 
least motion of it» I will indignanUy spam the t^ypast transaetion, 
and from that moment commence entire stranger to you 1 BcrnsTs 
chsraotOT for geai^oeity of sentiment and independence of mind 
will, I trusty long outlive any of his wants which the eold, unfeeling 
<^ eui supjdy; at least I. will take cure that suoh a character he 
shaU d eser v e. 

^ TUs Mntenoe deei not i^penr In the origliisl lettw. 
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MR THOVdON^^S JTOST TOIUME FITBLISHED* 816 

TfaaiJc y&a for m^ <^y ^f yoi:b* publication. Kevte did 1117 «ye« 
behold in aoy muiiical work such elegance and correctness, Yeut 
pre&ce, too, is admirably written, only yonr partiality to me has 
Blade jou say too _ much : however, it wiU bind me down to donble 
Bvery eflbrt in the future progress of the, work. The following are 
a few remarks on the ,son^ in the list yon sent, me.' I never 
eopy what I write to you, so I may be often tautological, or perhaps 
conti^ictory. 

The Flowers 0' the Forest la charming as a poem, and should be, 
w^d tnxmi be, set to the nofies; but, thongh out of your rule, the tlu'ee 
. 9taiuaB beginning, 

* I hae seon the smilbig^ 0^ fortune begidling/ 

are worthy of a pla^, w^re it but to immortalise the anther of them, 
who is an old lady of my acquaintance, and at this moment Uving in 
Edinburgh. She is a Mrs Cockbum, I^ forget of what place, but from 
Boxburghshire.^ What a charming apostrophe is 

* fiolde foiiune, wl^ thia cruel epocting. 
Why, wl^ toraient UB, poor 8on^ of a day r 

The old ballad, / loish I were where Helen lie*, is silly, to contemp- 
tifoility. My alteration of it, in Johmon^ is not much better. Mr 
Pinkerton, in his, what he calls, ancient ballads— :Duiny of them 
notorious, though beautiful enough, forgeries — ^haa the best set. It 
is fuU of his own interpolations — but no matter. 

In my next I will suggest to your consideration a few songs which 
may have escaped your hurried notice. In the meantime allow me 
to congratulate you now, as a broUier of the tjiiill. You have com- 
mitted your character and fyme, whieh will now be tried, fbr ages to 
come, by the illustrious jury of the 60N& and Dauohtbbs of Taste 
— all whom poesy can please, or music ehiu*m. 

Being a bard of nature, I have some pretensions to seecmd-sight;; 
and I am warranted by the spirit to foretell and affirm, that your 
great-gi>mdchild will hold up your vplu^ies, and say, with honesl 
pride^ ^This so- much -admired selection wai^ the work of my 
ancestor !*« ' 

Til a postscript, Barns me^tiotis a few gentlemen of his acquaint? 
Mice who had become subscribers for the Melodies, no doubt at 
his own Intercession. He adds — ' all your subscribers here are 
determined to transmit you the full price, without the intervention 
c^ those harpies the booksellers.' 3 This will be smiled at, I trusty 
by gods, men, and bookselleiTB, all alike ; but it at least shews the 

1 AHaon Rntheriiard of Fernilee, in SelkMcsltire, by noa^rriagcr Un Pstrldf 
Coekbum. She died in 17M, at an advao<!ed age. ' ^ ' 

^? The ohildreB of the far-renowned Charies JDickens are the g;'eat-gra|idfdi^ldrea 
<tf Mr ThoiDJum. Jt may be hoped that'sente one of tb^m yrm have tuoh a feeling 
for Scottish muBic, and fw their ancestor's meritorious ^bo^ni^ iM to |^i«e the 
fwdiotien «f Bums. 

' Origtoal manuscrtptk 
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great godd-wOl of Bums towards Mr Hiomson, and )ahi inmety to 
see his tmdertaking prove remunerative. 

The strong, aUnost fierce, determination of Burns to accept no 
pecuniary recompense from Mr Thomson has excited much sur- 
prise. It has been remarked by Mr Lockhart as the more wonder- 
ful, in as far as the poet felt no scruple in accepting hundreds of 
pounds from ]^r . Creeoh as the profits of his volume of poems. 
The biographer might have added that Bimis even condescended 
to undertake journeys for the purpose of coliecting the moneys 
received i>y friends in particular districts for the subscribers' copies 
of his poems. The lact is, our bard deemed an auth(»: fully^entitled 
to any rfeWard which might arise from his works published in the 
ordinary manner., He himself says in a letter to Mr Carftrae, dated 
1789 1 * The profits of the labours of a man of genius are, I hope, 
as honourable as any profits whatever.* And on this principle he 
acted «8 far fis ordinary modes of publishing were concerned. Yet 
he appears to have had at the same time an insuperable aversion to 
deliberately writmg for money.^ And this he applied in the cases of 
Messrs Johnson and Thomson. He had, besides, a peculi^ feeling 
about these men, regarding them as amateurs of Scottish music 
and song like himself, who were taking trouble and undergoing 
risk for the honour and glory of a cause interesting to all true- 
hearted Scotsmen. In such a business, he must act for love, if he 
was to act at alL It might, one would think, have occurred to him 
th<tt Messrs Johnson and Thomson were In the way of possiMy^ 
making some profit by their respective publicationB. All that oan 
be said on the other hand ts; that amateurship was truly the basis 
of both publications, that Johnson's had not proved a source of 
profit, and that Mr Thomson's turning out differently was highly 
problematical. Bums accordingly beheld these men as honest 
enthusiasts, whom it would be a pleasure to assist, but from whom 
it would be ungenerous to accept of pecuniary Aono^aria in respect 
of any help which his muse might render them. Such delicacy 
would not now be felt by many English poets ; but, whatever may 
he thought of their prmciples of action, we must at )east admit 
that the Scottish bard was animated by a sentiment highly 

1 In a l)rief anonymous m^noir of Bnms, . published in the SeoU Magashte ioit 
January 17d7, and which appears to have been the composition of one who khev 
him and had risited him at EUisIand, it is stated that he considered it bel6w him 
to be an author by profession. * A friend,' adds the writer, < knowing his family to 
be in great want £an exaggeration^ oertainly], urged tiie propriety, asd evoa neoes- 
sUy, of pubUshing a few poems, assuring him of their success, and shewing tb« 
^vantage that would atocrue to his. femily from it. His answer was : ** Nos if a 
friend derfres me, and if I'm in the mood flit H, I'U Writ* a poem, but 111 bo 
« if ever I write ft* money.*" 

»>n» at ^hslaod deficient in the neatneas which might have ^^n expected. 
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honourable to him, and in entire keeping with the general strain 
of his character. In judging of the degree of self-denial exerted 
by Bums in forbidding future remittances of money from Mr 
Thomson it ii? necessary to know how his pecuniary circumstances 
actually stood at this time. It will be afterwards shewn that his 
poverty, as a general fact, has been exaggeratisd ; yet I believe that 
in July 1793,. ^hen Bums spoke so firmly to Mr Thomson, a few 
pounds would hav« been of essential service to him. It will be 
readily admitted that the sphrit of Burns was one which never could 
be comfortable under the burden of debt, and that he would there* 
fore be anxious to clear himself of that encumbrajice, even in its 
pettiest forms, when in his power. Yet there is evidence that the 
tri^e (lOs.) due to Jackson of the Dvmfries Journal newspaper 
for advertising the sale of his stock at Ellisland, was now, after 
twenty months, still unpaid. It was discharged on the 12th of the 
month mentioned, probably out of the very money transmitted by 
Mr Thomson,! There is further reason for believing, that it was at 
this time that he addressed to some unknown patron a note, of 
which a fragment without date or superscription has alone been 
preserved, containing the following distressing lines : * This is a 
painful, disagreeable letter, and the first of the kind I ever wrqte. 
I am tndy in aertoue distress for three or four guineas j can you, my 
dear sirf accommodate me ? These accursed times, by tripping 
i|p importation, have for this year at least lopped off a full third 
of my income ; and with my large family, tliis to me is a distress- 
ing matter.^ Strange that he would rather humble himself to be 
a borrower than accept of money from a man willing to give, it to 
him as a payment of honourable service. One might have at least 
expected that, if he was to be a borrower at all, he would have 
deemed Mr Thomson entitled or called upon to be the lender. 
Yet no — this would have in some degree perilled * the uprightness 
of the statue of Robert Burns's integrity.' His seeroa to have 
been a nature which recoils the more from dubiously - acquired 
money the more pressingly it is needed. 

> llieftccoimtisinposseuionof MrBobertCofet 
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